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THE FOLLOWING PLAY. 



PREFACE. 



Of- the various kinds of composition into which 
the English language is so frequently tortured, to 
the Author, a Preface is the most odious. 

It is so universally made up of the author's 
reasons for giving publicity to the child of his 
imagination— his diffidence -r- his modesty— his 
scruples — his hopes of mercy from the public ; — 
together with an infinity of such detestable jargon, 
that it is rendered quite monotonous. 

Do the public regard his reasons — his modesty 
— his scruples — his hopes of mercy? Not a jot. 
And moreover, I would ask those authors who 
talk of mercy, for the etymology of the word j as 
it seems to me to signify literally (and whether 
they use the word figuratively or not I do not 
pretend to say), grajce or pardon. Now, if my 
idea of its signification be correct, they clearly 
must either be aware that they are imposing a 
parcel of trash upon the Public (for who would 
ask mercy unless he was conscious of guilt ?), or 
they cannot rightly comprehend the meaning of 
the word. But whilst we are inquiring into the 
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etymology of the word, I must be bold enough to 
acknowledge that / cannot discover the least 
shadow of reason why an author should be thus 
scrupulous — why he should solicit public favour. 
Every Englishman enjoys the freedom of an in- 
dependent country, where the press is open alike 
to all degrees of composition (immoraJ excepted) 
as well as to all degrees of men. If, therefore, an 
author choose to publish, let him do so. Let his 
production, whether it be compounded o( fiction or 
of fixctj be supported by its own intrinsic merit. 
If it be learnedly digested it will raise itselff rom 
the fulsome depths of obscurity, even unto the 
wave of fame whereon it will for ever float (un- 
heedful of the critic's censure or applause) in 
undisturbed security. If, on the other hand, it 
be conglomeration of nonsense, it will overwhelm 
itself, and be for ever hidden beneath the sand of 
its own foundation. 

For the present, however, I say farewell, and 
have the honour to subscribe myself. 

Courteous Reader, 
Your very humble, 
And obedient servant, 

H. H. xl* 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



LADY ELIZABETH HOLLAND, daughter to the Duke of Exeter. 
LADY CONSTANTI A, wife to the Duke of Lancaster, 

RICHARD THE SECOND, King of England. 
JOHN OF GAUNT, Duke of Lancaster, 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY, l 

> Captors of the Spaniard, 
SIR JOHN SHACKELL, 3 

SIR RALPH FERRIES, } 

> Knights in the service of Gaunt, 
SIR ALAN BUXALL, j 

BEVIS, 7 

> Robbers. 
WALTERS, S 

COUNT DE DENIA, the Captive Spaniard, 

LORD GUZMAN DE DENIA, his Son, 

BERNARD, a faithful Servant to Count de Denia, 

THE DUKE OF EXETER, Constable of the Tower. 

THE LORD BISHOP OF LONDON. 

KNIGHT from CastUe, 

PAGE to King Richard. 

MESSENGER /rom CastUe. 

WAITER of the Golden Fleece. 

COUNT OF TRASTAMARE, afterwards King of Castile, 

Officers of the Tower, Gaolers^ Soldiers, Ecclesiastics of Westminster 

Abbey, Yeomen, and Attendants. 



ScEN E — London. 



COUNT DE DENIA, 



r^>>h*o-»v«-^ 



m 



Hawley, and Shackell^ vaUant knights at arms, 
My well beloved, and loving friends, how fares 
Your noble captive ? 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Well-a-day ! your Highness, 
His vassals' inactivity he mourns ; 
He much laments that they, who once professed 
To lay down life and all for him, should show 
So little zeal towards his liberty. 
Trust me, he takes it heavily to heart. 

B 
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KINO RICHARD. 

But why ? What cause hath he to grieve thus much ? 
Doth he not mix with England's King and peers ? — 
Do his brave captors at the ransom hint ? — 
Doth he not live as we ourself ? — hath he not 
The choicest dainties that our palace can ? — 
Or is he held in low captivity ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

These are ike things that weigh upon his mind. 
He feels your Highness' bounty, and he fears, 
That, feeling this, he is in duty held 
To raise immediate payment of oui- claim. 
And thus tax manifest his gratitude. 

KINO RICHARD. 

It speaks him well — ^but, look you. Sirs, he comes. 

{Enter Count de Denia.) 

"Welcome ! Count. Richard of England greets thee. 
But why your eyes upon the ground ? Why feast 
Upon despair? Look up to Heaven above. 
Where iope for ever reigns, and bids the wretch, 
O'erwhehn'd beneath whole torrents of remorse. 
Gaze with delight upon her haUow'd shrine. 

COUNT de denia. 

Ah ! me. Hope's e'en as distant from my heart, 
As are the friends this heart so yearns to see. 
Nay, as I trod my course upon the beach 
(Looking as if to pierce with love's keen eye 
The briny vapours 'twixt my all, and me), 
The raging billows, laughing at my grief. 
With frantic pleasure beat against the shore. 
As though resolved, that were my vessel launch'd, 
Bound for the isle of ever-living peace. 
To lash me into misery again. 
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KINO RICHARD. 

This is, indeed, unmeaning melancholy. 
It argues disaffection for our Court* 
Say ! are the privileges, to thy rank 
Appendant, thee withheld i It cannot be. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Nay then. Yore Heaven, I do deny it ; 
And when ingratitude — that snake — ^that fiend- 
Escape my lips— rive from its core, ye Gods ! 
The heart that could engender it — ^pluck up 
Forth from its roots the tongue, that could 
Be surgeon to a birth so hideous- 
Dam up the porches of the ears, that could 
Give audience to so foul a devil — 
Film o'er the eyes, and ever darken them. 
That could but look upon its venom'd sting — 
Let not the letters that compound the word 
Disgrace our alphabet ; but render them. 
Ye powers ! inane, and inarticulate. 
Forgive my humour — ^my wife — ^my children ; — 
All claim a husband's, and a father's care. (In tears.) 

KING RICHARD. 

Is this the sequence of the noble deeds 
Thou didst achieve at Najara ? Alas ! 
Tears, that belong a woman, or a boy — 
Hence ! away with such unmanly terrors. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

I do confess my weakness ; but my heart. 
Pregnant of her woes, cannot conceal them. 
Varlets !— omnivorous mercenaries ! — 
Vassals — ^would heart of man believe it ?— vassals, 
"Whom I have raised from basest fealty 
E'en unto enfranchisement, have denied 

To ransom me. 

b2 



4 COUNT DE DENIA, OR [act i. 

KING RICHARD, 

With thee I sympathise. 
But that the avarice — the ingratitude 
Of such base wretches should unman thee so. 
Grieves me to the quick. Give thee to time. 
Forget thy woes. Farewell ! Who can disclose 
The haps a kind to-morrow may produce ? 

{Exeunt Xing Richard, Hawley, Shackell, Page 
and Attendants. 
Count de Denia sits down as though he were in meditation. 

He at length rises. 

count de denia. 
I would, but cannot, meditate. The thoughts 
Of children — ^wife — of kindred — liberty — 
All gush at once upon my mind, and break 
My heart, — 
Enter a Servant, who delivers a letter to Count de Denia, 

and retires. 
From Castile ? — Sweet, sweet forebodements ! 

(reads the letter.) 
" My dear Father, 

** Ere you have been twelve hours 
in receipt of this, you may expect 

" Your still affectionate son, 

" Guzman.*^ 
My boy ! my son ! I do remember him — 
Yes ! well do I remember (when the waves 
Quarrelling with Heaven, and the winter's blasts. 
E'en laved the stars, that twinkled in their spheres). 
In 'midst their tumults and alarms he leapt. 
Reckless of fete, unto another's aid — 
Yes ! and the great Omnipotent was pleased 
To crown him vrfth success ; — my boy ! — my son ! (Eant.) 
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Scene II. — ITie same. 
Enter Sir Robert Hawley and Sir John Shackell* 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

How strange in his demeanour seem'd the Count! 

But lately, he was wont, with eloquence, 

And wit that charmed, where it wounded not. 

To laugh the grief of others into mirth. 

But now that native elegance is dead. 

The tongue, that once could cheer, now needs of cheer— 

The heart, that once partook another's woes 

Now needs another to partake its own. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

^Twas but assumed-^a having not his own— 

Oh ! I have often-times observed, my friend, 

Beneath the surface of his merriment, 

A little gathering cloud, which by degrees 

Grew full, — at length o'er-fraught, — and it hath burst 

At last-— my heart at the reflection weeps. 

Enter King Richard, Page, and Attendants. 

KINO RICHARD. 

What think you of this change in Denia? 
Will he prove honest? 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

What — honest your highness ? 
Dar^st thou unto a bond aflix thy seal. 
Holding thee bound, an' if the sphered moon 
Her circuit fail, to forfeit life ? 

KING RICHARD. 

E'en .so. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY^ 

Then I will stake my life upon his faith. 
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Since first (sheathed in his golden panoply) 
I call'd De Denia prisoner on the plain, 
I have mine eyes so had upon his heart. 
That I do know his very inmost thoughts: — 
I'll vouch me he is true ? — but see, he comes. 

Enter Count de Denia, who presents a letter to Sir 

Robert Hawley. 
count de denia. 
My worthy masters, this is from my son. 

Enter Lord Guzman de Denia. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

My father! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

My son! (they embrace.) 

Say that thy mother — ^brothers — sisters — ^live 

And ease thy father^s heart ! 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Thank Heav'^n, they do. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Now speak your mission — say, what brings you here ? 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Negligent are your vassals, and most dull 

In their endeavours to obtain their lord 

His open, uncontroll'd enfranchisement. 

My mother daily pines her life away: 

Around her feet thy younger branches weep. 

And mourn their father's loss. This makes her heart 

The more prolific of its hefts. She sees, 

(Powerless to minister a mother's mind 

Herself for ever hiddei) in the grave,) 

Her children on life's ocean bufieted ; 

And gives her soul to melancholy grief. 
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I was a stranger to her woes, till I, 
By hapy imthought of, entered in the room* 
And found her frantic, — deluged in despair. 
This melting sight at once bedewed my cheeks, 
And forced its passage to my bleeding heart. 
Then by the dread Collector of the night— 
By Him, who clears the Heavens for the East — 
I swore, ere sleep should close my weeping eyes. 
To bind myself a hostage in thy stead. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Thou say^st not wherefore are my vassals dull? 

LORD GUZMAN. 

They do believe thee dead — they think the throat 
Of murd'^rous oppression hath wide gaped. 
And swallowed thee. 

COUNT DE DENIA. . 

Thy speech doth harrow me — 
A mother's care — a father's strength— nay more — 
A wife's endearments, — with a monarch's wealth — 
Could not have bless'd me with more perfect bliss. 
Than my brave captors have. No more, my son! 
(Turning to Sir Robert Hawhy and Sir John ShackelL) 
Good knights, my wife is on the verge of death. 
And asks a husband's care. — Here is my son. 
Whom, on my release, I will deliver 
As the seal, and band of my engagement. 
Into your fair, and lawful custody. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

We will accept him as thy honour's pawn. 
And on the full completion of thy pact, 
Unto his liberty surrender him. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

An honourable Jiolding he shall have. 



- j-tiji ■c__v^tM 
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COUNT DE DENIA. 

God gradit this presence may long live in peace ! 
Hear'st thou, my son ? Come, on thy father s sword 
Swear, that, until his ransom shall be paid. 
Thou wilt remain the captive of these knights. 
Nor seek by any means, whether direct. 
Or indirect, thy liberty. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

'Tis sworn ! (kneeUng^ and kissing the sword.) 
And as I violate, or keep my faith. 
May Heaven reward me in another world f 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

God give thee strength to wear this sacred vow 

Well locked within thy strongest heart ; lest that 

That fiend Temptation, which oft sways the best. 

Force thee thereof to make infringement, boy. 

Farewell, my noble captors — adieu, my lad! {they embrace.) 

Not long shall thy sincerity be tried. {Exit.) 

[Two Scenes close in, and hide the parties."] 
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Scene III. — A Room in the Golden Fleece Tavern. 
Enter Bevis and Walters. 

BEVIS. 

Seven o'clock ! and no breakfast stirring — ^by the sun ! the 
folk of this generation are of a breed begotten betwixt 
moles and dormice, with a touch o' bat in 'em. 

WALTERS. 

I hold with thee ; — ^but why call old Sol (as our poets 
style him) to witness thee ? 

BEVIS. 

He lights his fire at six; and we have journeyed for this 
hour. 

WALTERS. 

Art thou, then, regulated by the sun ? 

BEVIS. 

An' my punctuality is not equal to his very meridian 
briUiancy, thou shalt roast me in his rays. 

WALTERS. 

And with the sun do all thy actions set? 

BEVIS. 

I am fond o' women, therefore transact my business 
(merely out of compliment to the sex) in the presence o' 
the moon. We lovers of the softer nature stand preroga- 
tived. But as for these damned old waiters, who are cousins- 
german to tailors, there is no plea — no excuse whatever ; 
— Humph ! an' I speak another sentence ere I eat my 
breakfast, my gall, for very spite, will burst with all the 
bitterness of its spleen upon my tongue, and make it taste- 
less—What, ho! — {Enter Waiter.) — An* I have shouted 
breakfast once, I liave a thousand times ; and thou listest 
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me as though I were thy mother's daw. Thou art an idle 
knave. 

WAITER. 

Thou art a most industrious one. 

BEYIS. 

Thou can'st not prove me, or I'll be hanged in a corn- 
field for a scare-crow. 

WAITER. 

I can prove thee. But thou shalt not be hanged there. 
Thy hands are more adapted for the cuffs, than to shake a 
bird-clapper — ^thy head for a black cap than for a tattered 
hat — and thy legs to cut capers ^neath a gibbet, than to 
dangle from a hedge-stake. 

BEVIS. 

Thy wit is as keen as a badger^s bite ; but thou dost not 
prove me. 

WAITER. 

Thou art a most industrious knave — I say it still, and 
will maintain my position. An' thou usest not thy money 
advantageously, I am a dead dog. For thou dost scarce 
betime thee to count the pickings of one man's pocket, ere 
you speculated with the thrift by making another more 
wary drunk ; to the intent that thou mayest the more easily 
pick his. Thus far I argue, and if my proof be not uncon- 
trovertible call me dog, and bid me bark a better. 

BEVIS. 

Thou art not contented with the thrift. Thou wouldest 
pick a hole in the pocket too, thou leanwitted son of a nap- 
kin. Aye, you would have o' me the worth of two break- 
fasts, and at the same cast a reflection upon my character. 

WAITER. 

Now, by my very soul, thou art wrong there. For the 
only legacy thy father did bequeath to thee was a character 
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already blasted. Bless me, ^twas a kindness in him— -be 
saved thee much of trouble. Not having a character to 
lose, consequently not the labour of losing it. By my 
soul I read it goodly of him. 

BEVIS. 

Thou art wrong too, — ^thou hast not a soul to swear by. 
For it hath long since been condemned, and so Heaven 
speed her on the road to chaos. 

WAITER. 

To thy face thou liest. Dost thou not see my soles? 
{Shewing his feet.) Do they not support me? 

BEVIS. 

They are nimble ones to jump from immortality to mor- 
tality at a breath. Stay not their pace; but fetch some 
breakfast to support me, for my belly's as full of wind as a 
beers bladder hanging from a pastiy-man'*s ceiling. Hence 
thou whiteheaded old — {Exit Waiter.) — The state of things 
wears a different aspect now. 

WALTERS. 

Aye — especially as regards our exchequer — 'tis as empty 
as the air. 

BEVIS. 

Thou dost not mean to say weVe pennyless? Did'*st say 
'twas empty ? 

WALTERS. 

As empty of money, as thy head is o"* brains. 

BEVIS. 

Then, by the sublimity of imagination, what shall's do ? 

WALTERS. 

Nothing. What we do, must be achieved, j9^r/e«^*^rc«i, 
vraimenty par la fenestre — ^look you, (that is) by the win- 
dow. 

BEVIS. 

Good, — I never knew thee in a crook yet, but that thou 
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tumed*st thy tact to fair account — thou art a well-witted 
mongrel. 

He-enter Waiter with breakfast, 

Beyis and Walters commence eating. 
Thou art the best o^ thy trade ; but more wi' thee anon. 
^^{Exit Waiter). — The eggs are good {eating greedily.) 

WALTERS. 

So it appears — ^methinks thou could'st swallow eggs as 
fast as a cock-turkey gobbles horse beans. 

BEVIS. 

Why, I grant you that it has not been ttlj plan of doing 
things to let them hatch between my teeth. — Ha! ha! ha! 

WALTERS. 

The truth for the iirst time in thy life. — I never knew 
thee, since first we travelled the road, but that thy heart was 

brooding over a nest of lies, which, when ripe, and by occa- 
sion called for, thy teeth were ever ready to chip, and thy 
tongue to give breath to. 

BEVIS. 

I like the manner of thy wit ; — but our reckoning is at 
hand — ^we must stir — come — (striking "VN^lters on the 
shoulders.) 

WALTERS. 

Peace, thou hungry brute ; I would that I could eat as 
fast as thou canst. 

Enter Waiter. 

WAITER. 

Gentlemen, your account. 

BEVIS. 

What a woodcock!— (ewieig) — ^fetch some of thy nigger- 
head, and a drop of thy best stufil— (^xi^ Waiter.)— 
Come, man, come — wilt breed a famine?— (^^riAiwjr him.) 
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WALTERS, 

A boil upon thy tongue— don\ hurry me — I would that 
thy arms were on terms, with rheumatism, and thy toes 
with gout. 

BETIS. 

Have done with thee, thou hog of Africa. But it is very 
evident that thou and thy belly are too good firiends to se- 
parate so suddenly. Therefore, farewell. — (Exit through 
the window.) — Walters Jills his pockets with provisions, ^c. 

WALTERS. 

Of all the nuisances that ever crossed my dignity, the 
greatest is to be hurried over taking a little refreshment.— 
Good bye. — {Exit through the window.) 

Re-enter Waiter, who fronts the stage^ and holds a bottle 
of brandy up, as though he was admiring the colour. 

Waiter. 
This is as fine a drop of French as ever was adulterated 
in an English vault. Our wine-vendors, now^-days, so 
bedevil their spirits with aqua pura (as the drug-merchants 
have it), that a respectable innkeeper feels down in the mouth 
at the idea of a purchase ; seeing that the article that he 
offers to his guests is the standard of his reputation — ^this 
is none such, I'D vouch me (turning round). Tm para- 
lysed — what ho ! — groom ! boots ! barmaid ! chambermaid ! 
and every maid — ^murder ! thieves ! fire ! What ho ! 

Enter Boots, Groom, Chambermaid, and Barmaid. 

BOOTS. 

Who's murdered? 

CHAMBERMAID. 

What's stolen ? — ^Not my Sanky f Praise us, it surely 
is not Sanky. 
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WAITER. 

Damn Sanky. 

BARMAID. 

Who's on fire ? 

GROOM. 

Where are the villains ? 

WAITER. 

Fm speechless — I shall faint. 

ALL. 

What's amiss ? {screaming.) 

WAITER. 

I shall faint. {They all immediately fan him with 
aprons.) Tm better now {rising). 

ALL. 

How I trembled ; — ^but tell us. 

WAITER. 

Well, Master Boots; but my heart palpitates. Well 
— ^two suspicious-looking dogs walked in and ordered 
breakfiust — 

ALL. 

Well — two suspicious-looking dogs. 

WAITER. 

rU say no more; not a word. 

ALL. 

Oh ! pray proceed— he that — 

WAITER. 

WeU— 

BARMAID. 

But— 

WAITER. 

Now, ril go. I won't — 

BOOTS. 

A woman's tongue is like a spaniel's tail — always wag- 
ging — ^try once again. 
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WAITER* 

And called for breakfast ; as a matter of course I took it 
in, and (I suppose, grounding their reasons upon pluloso- 
phical principles of gratitude) they took me in. For, 
after having devoured the satisfisustion of twelve ordinary 
men, away they went, vnthout even remembering the 
waiter. But, whilst we stand, they gain upon us. Away 
— speed after them. He who captures them shaU cap- 
ture a goodly prize, I trow. {Exeunt all.) 
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Scene IV. — An open place* 
Enter Sir Ralph Ferries and Sir Alan Buxall. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Not yet arrived. Oh ! here is. 



Enter the Duke of Lancaster. 

We come^ 
Great Duke, in due obeisance to your will ; ) 

And to Airther, are most apt and ready. 
Your endeavours, whichever way they tend. 

gaunt. 
Not my endeavours ; but your own, kind friends. 
You'*re wrong'd — ^wrong'd beyond word's expression. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Wrong'd? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

And beyond word^s expression ! By whom ? 

GAUNT. 

You're as the sun immured beneath the clouds. 

Through whose dim heaviness your qualities 

Cannot burst, nor manifest their glory. 

Nay, you're as a costly rose-tree — buried, 

Conceal'd, and choked with thorns, and rank composture. 

Nay, as a bud about to bloom, and yield 

A flower whose teeming fragrance should enhance 

Your country'^s happiness ; 

But, being plucked by him by whom you^re wrong'd. 

While yet the bud was blind and dull ; before — 

It ripen'd into age it hath become 

As rank, as that composture is itself. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

I pray your Grace, explain to me these wild — 
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These deep similitudes. How are we wrong''d ? 
Are we by the hand of Heaven foredoomed 
To be dishonoured ? or are we by one, 
Mortal as ourselves, debased ? 

GAUNT. 

There's the word. 

You are debased — debased by him who wears — 

No matter what. Folks call you knights, saying. 
How fare you, good Sir Knights ?'' together with, 
Fair Knights the wind is coldT* and such like speech. 

Yet still I tell you, you were bom to be 

A blessing to the King, whose peoples* ends 

You were ordained to further and promove. 

Wear then, no more, the fading name of Knight, 

For know, good friends, a peerage is your right. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

And also say from whence the title springs ; 
What name ? What lineage have our fathers borne ? 
Say, are we sprung from noble loins ? or is 
This peerage but a crown-conferred gift ? 

GAUNT. 

Lend heedful audience, and you shall know : 
The crown of fidr Castile by right is mine, 
Which by a foul usurper is withheld. 
I lay my lawful claim thereto in right 
And dowry of my wife Constantia. 
But mark, this foul usurper is beloved 
And much esteemed by the commonweal ; 
Nor will they listen to my claim ; nor will 
The King of England — Richard — ^lend his troops 
To crush his might, and place me on the throne. 
Now, Tm the party seemingly aggrieved ; 
But were I of my rights possess'd, d'ye think 
Their bliss could charm in absence of my friends? 

c 
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Not so ; when I am king you are my peers — 
My councillors — my all. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Are there no means ? — 

Is it in monarch's keeping to defraud 

Sweet Themis of her due ? 

GAUNT. 

Forfend it, Heaven ! 
We will ourself engage a potent force, 
And march in bold assertion of our rights 
Till all usurpers shall submission pay. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES and SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Well said ! what arms like these can do — ^be done. 

GAUNT. 

Mark me, though ; 'fore we stir in furtherance 
Of our fair suit a pace, we'll be avenged : 
Ere upon whom I say, swear on this sword 
(Albeit you reject my proposition) 
Not to reveal whatever I may unfold. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES and SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

'Tis sworn ! {kissing the sword.) 

GAUNT. 

On the king. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

The king? 

GAUNT. 

Aye, the king. 

Why start ye at my words ? 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

But how, your grace ? {falteringly,) 

GAUNT. 

By subverting his enactments — 

His laws— his customs— his statutes— all : 
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Thus shall we see our vengeance satiate ; 
Thus shall we render certain of success 
The enterprise, on which we're purposing. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

How so ? 

GAUNT. 

Why, look you. The Count of Trastamare, 
To this usurper a bastard brother, 
Unless disposed when he doth fall, will lay 
Most boist'rous claim unto the throne. In him, 
I would the laws at nothing set ; to-night 
(And be it done) with Pluto let him sup ; 
For he at taverns doth the folk regale. 
And is accoimted much in their esteem : 
Nay, every heart that pulses in Castile 
Would let its blood in his behoof, — such is 
The love they bear this hedgeborn runagate. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

'Twere not well (agitatedy. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

But suppose — (agitated). 

GAUNT. 

Why — ^but suppose ? — 
Did you, in battle, stay to raise your arm. 
And with your falchion hue down man on man. 
Strewing the plain with mountains of the deadr^ 
When you did fight in Richard's cause ? Not so. 
Yet still you tremble to shed one man's blood. 
Whose single voice would echo through the world. 
And summon nations to a timeless death. 
Murder, pshaw !— call 't war, and it will sound as fair ; 
'Tis but the word that rings upon your ears. 
And not the deed. Tush, tush, away with you. 

c2 
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SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Your Grace, excuse us this our diffidence : 
We will out-bravo Aaron in the play ; — 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Forget that conscience has a sting— cut throats — 
Fire palaces ; but we will crown thee King. 

GAUNT. 

Your hands brave lads, your mettle pleases me. 
But to proceed in this our bold resolve. 
And bring our toilsome labours to a dose. 
Who shall strike first ? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Two knaves, whose fronts bear witness of their trade, 
I can secure ; but whither shall they find 
Their business ? 

GAUNT. 

In town ; but I hold it well 

That we confer together ; — ^fetch them, my friends. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL and SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

For thee, our feet fly even with our thoughts. 

GAUNT. 

And for yourselves. {Exeunt Ferries and Buxall.) 
The Duke of Lancaster here sits upon a fancy chair be- 
neath a tree. 
Would I had not sent them. 
Mine eyes start back firom looking at myself; 
My blood runs cold when of the deed I think, 
And all my muscles do unstring and fall. 
And palsy at the thought ; ^ 
Yet these are woman's words. Ill-fated man. 
Thy death is sealed, and hell shall be this night 
Your lodging-house. Pll be a King— why not ? 
ni have the throne and nothing but the throne ; — 
Yet how to reach 't ? Ambition be my wing. {Exit.) 
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ACT II. 

Scene h-^AntichanAer in the Palace. 

King Richard, the Duke of Lancaster, Page, and 

Attendants, are discovered. 

King Richard. 
I've long expected letters from your Qrace — 
How is't? we hope that bright success hath been— 
Not dull mischance — ^the hindrance of your pen. 

gaunt. 
This presence doth impede our speech— alone 
We could unchain our tongue more fearlessly. 

KING RICHARD. 

Withdraw yourselves. — {Exeunt Page and Attendants.) 

Now, uncle, for your news. 

GAUNT* 

I have succeeded excellently well, — 
Two knaves I have engaged in my behalf, 
Believe me they are skilful in their craft. 

KING RICHARD. 

Ah ! thou hast, then, determined on his death ? 

GAUNT. 

I am resolved his virtues to promote, 
I wm appoint him my ambaasador- 
Forthwith dispatch him to our mother state — 

(pointing to the ground,) 
To teU the people there on what pretence 
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I claim the throne that Pedro doth usurp. 
And why I rive its dignity from him. 

KING RICHARD. 

This is no theme that we should jest withal. 
My name, of course, you mentioned not ? 

GAUNT. 

I did. 

But reason worthy of your Highness' ear 
Impelled me so to do. I used your name. 
In that I might protect, and fortify't 
Against the dangerous tongue of foul report. 
Lest that the world with me, in my design, 
Should think thee leagued. Now, to effect this scheme, 
I spoke you as my fiercest enemy- 
Swore my avengement should be satisfied 
Ere I would rest. I would not let your blood. 
But then the insults you imposed on me 
Were harsh, severe, intolerant. At length 
I did bethink me of a course to take. 
I would subvert your customs, your decrees. 
Your codes, enactments, and your 'stablish'd laws. 
I then with finger on my forehead thus 
With hair dishevell'd, and with knitted brow. 
Made pause, as if consulting in my mind 
What law I first would make infringement of. 
I then proposed the murder of the Count — 
At that they trembled like the aspen leaf — 
Shudder 'd ; and, as a woman, started back 
At the forebodements of the raven's scream. 
I then with wily-painted similies 
Placed them (by the performance of my will) 
I' th' midst of splendour, luxury, and pomp. 
Oh! like a greedy jack they gorged the bait. 
At once flung off* their counterfeit disguise. 
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And stood unrivalled villains at my call. 
Suffice it good, your Grrace, I have secured. 
Aye, and will use the rascals to mine ends. 

KING RICHARD. 

Enough. With this TU charge my mind no more. 
Farewell ! 

GAUNT. 

You'll not betray my purpose though. 

KINO RICHARD. 

No, by my crown ; — ^but mark, behold me hence, 
As though I never knew of your intents. — {.Exit) 

GAUNT. 

Well said ; the whole now rests upon myself. 
So better to the end Til calculate 
Means, and devices to mine own account. 
This bastard Til consider in his grave. 
Where, if I could but see him safely lodged. 
There would but be one intervening link 
Betwixt me and my dearest hopes — the which. 
An' if it be not tempered well, the heat. 
The flame of my ambition shall resolve, 
And melt into reproachfiil nothingness. — (Exit.) 
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Scene II. An open place* 
Enter Bevis and Walters. 

BEVIS. 

Well, what think you of our new masters? as for the 
Duke, he is a whoreson rogue — the wittiest blood-thirsty 
dog I ever coped. What think you ? aye, and we've dealt 
with many. 

WALTERS. 

Too bloody by half. Zounds ! I had as lief face a 
prayer-book as him. If he would but appear the saint, he 
might outsin the devil an' he liked. 'Tis his damned 
tongue that does the mischief. 

BEVIS. 

'Tis a kingdom in his favour ; there's no fear of him. 

WALTERS. 

A kingdom in his favour I Ha, ha, ha ! what of a king- 
dom in his favour, if he be not in the favour of the king- 
dom ! If he love Castile, and Castile hate him, wiU his love 
be likely to place the crown upon his head ? Ha, ha, ha ! 
an' thy arguments were adopted without the minutest con- 
sideration, a system, which hath been established, and 
approved by the oldest and most skilful men who ever 
flourished in our profession^ would at once be overturned — 
nay, altogether annihilated. Thou (as the lawyers have it) 
art too fond of innovation. Humph ! the first maxim that 
should be imprinted on a young gentleman's mind who is 
about to educate for the road in its various departments is, 
to look a saint, and be a devil. 

BEVIS. 

Hold thy jargon. Thou would'st have the world think 
thee a wit of consummate invention ; but thou art the very 
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pith and soul of ignorance. Pri'thee be not such a spend- 
thrift. 

WALTERS. 

What right hast thou to call me spendthrift? Did'st 
thou ever rob a bank, but I plundered a chapel in return, 
stole a horse, and frightened a chief justice to death ? 
Did*st thou ever know Bevis to spend that he did not 
earn? 

BEVIS. 

Aye. Thou spend'*st thy breath in waste. That Heaven 
gave thee — and for a wiser purpose than to promulgate thy 
ignorance. 

WALTERS. 

I blow as I like. — 

BEVIS. 

I breathe as I like. Thou bhwest as thou likest. Ha, 
ha, ha ! 

WALTERS. 

Well, and to breathe is to blow. 

BEVIS. 

An' if it were, I'd blow maggots in thy head and have 
done with thee at once. 

{Exeunt Bevis, l. h. u. e., Walters, r. h. u. e.) 
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Scene III. — The same. 

Enter Sir Robert Hawley and Sir John Shackell 

crossing* 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Ha! my firiend! God send you well! 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Thank Heav'n fort, 

And that he hath been visitant of you. 

I see't upon your cheek — come, what's the news ? 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Castile, as I have heard, hath ta'en up arms 
At suit of Henry — a noble gentleman, 
Well versed in letters, Count of Trastamare — 
To pull the tyrant Pedro from the throne. 
'Tis, moreover, rumour'd, that John of Gaimt, 
As dow'ry of his wife Constantia, 
Doth lay his claim thereto — aye, and is like. 
If that the monarch, Pedro, be dethroned 
To gain his end. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

How SO ? what means hath he ? 
He is not rich. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

His subtlety wiU supply 

The chasm of his purse. He hath engaged 

A puissant force, headed by officers 

Of no mean distinction, and doth prepare 

Against the conqueror. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

What so ! 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

E'en so. 
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SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Alas ! it seems these civil wounds will heal^ 
But to be probed anew* Poor^ poor Castile ! 
Thy sufferings ne'er will cease. But, farewell ! 
How hath De Denia forespent his time ? 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Forespent ! too mild — pray use a harsher word. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

A harsher word ! Great Heavens, he is not ill ! 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

If melancholy can be called disease, 
He is affliction's first-bom. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

I have it now — 

He sees the verdant vales, o'er which he spent 
The spring and heyday of his youth ; the grove 
That echoed the first accents of his heart ; 
The sylvan grotto curiously wrought. 
Canopied with sweet eglantine and rose. 
Peaceful retirement of his studious thought — 
These are the scenes, that, imaged in his mind, 
Surrender up his soul to misery. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Thus far have my suspicions carried me. 

For he doth hate the throngs of flatterers 

That press aroimd the hapless throne — ^he hath 

(So great is his mislike of gaiety) 

Denied the invites of the King himself. 

Who hath in person tendered them — he hath — 

Aye, and would bend his steps whither no sound. 

Except the songs of mavises and larks — 

Of eddying waves — of whispering winds. 

Whose breezy sighs are music to his squl. 

Could fall within the compass of his ear. 
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SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Thou hast confirm'd my judgment. What say you, 
If it be right, towards his Kberty ! 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

But ourselves — 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Why, but ourselves — ^what of us ? 

It can but make us what we were before. 

Poverty is no disgrace ; the poor man. 

If good is blest, in that the golden seal 

Of precious immortality is fix'd 

And stamped upon his soul. 

Ah ! my friend! there is One above who will. 

Who doth protect the poor — that ought to be — 

That is to me a consolation — think not — 

Pronounce him free ; for what is poverty 

When with insanity compared. And what, 

But madness, is this melancholy grief! 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Goad me no more— at once enfranchise him— 

When I was mindfiil of myself ; then I 

Was not myself — at once enfranchise him. 

Have we not thunder'd on the camaged field ? — 

Have we not toU'd abreast upon the main 

With sea and Heaven opposed ? — Have we not beat 

The brawny savage to his den ? — I say — 

Have we not, side by side, braved these tMngs ? Yes. 

And shall we fear the hoar and frosty face 

That beldam Poverty doth wear ? No ! no I 

He shall be free — ^ransomless he shall be free. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Forgive thy friend — ^he spoke not chidingly — 

No ! by Heavens ! I would not thus have forced you — 

{they embrace.) 



SCENE III.} THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 29 

Hold, he comes— look^ hand in hand with sorrow. 
Step jou aside, I will confer with him. 

{Exit Sir Robert Hawley.) 

{Enter Lord Guzman de Denia.) 
Good day, my lord ! 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Tis fine. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Whether this grief? 

Conduct me to the fount &om whence it flows, 
That I may place betwixt it and your soul, 
A bolt>-a barrier impervious. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

No more I see 

The nodding forests, nor the silver stream. 

That mmmuring through, does grace our pleasure ground. 

What joys ! what sweets ! till now unparagon'd, 

Have I drank within its peaceful precincts. 

Yes ; there have I beheld a youthful band, 

WWle yet the sun was making for the west, 

With hearts like Mars, and Herculean strength. 

Against that stream contend, before a throng 

Of noble lads, and dames surpassing fiur. 

And he who first could skim the waves along. 

And waft his bark beyond the wished-for goal. 

Was, by the fairest damsel in the group. 

Presented with the prize. Oh ! my dear friend ! 

Guess how I have envied those youths. I have felt 

As I could leap unto the skies, and pluck 

From thence the brightest gem, that doth adorn 

The spangled firmament. Yet this— all this 

(The very darling of my buoyancy) 

Would be but fulsome to me now. 
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SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Alas! 

If not on scenes like this, where feasts your soul ? 

LORD GUZMAN. 

On— in truth, I know not — what. Solitude, 
Aye, an' you will, say solitude. Yes, Sir, 
Solitude ; 'tis a fair word, very fair. 

{Enter a Page.) 
Again? come, thy errand, and begone. 

PAGE. 

My good Lord Guzman, Count de Denia, 
His highness, Richard, our most loving king, 
Requests your noble presence at our court. 
He will not hear a letter in excuse. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

To mix with flatterers ? hence, mincing fool ! 

PAGE. 

What answer shall I carry to our king ? 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Say, I cannot come — say I am unwell — 

Say what you will ; — ^but get thee from my sight. 

Hence, fool \ 

PAGE. 

Fool ! I never heard the news till now. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

'Tis strange, most strange, your folly's so conspicuous. — 

{Exit Page. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Come, noble Count, conceal your griefs no more. 
There's something weighs upon your mind — speak out- 
Is it your home you weep ? If so, be free. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Thither my heart lies not, or if it did — 
My oath. — Did I not call upon my God, 
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As I shotild violate or keep my bond. 
To judge De Denia in another world ? 
E'en so. Well, well ; but that is not my woe. 
Oh ! there^s a raging fever in my breast 
That harasses me (I know not how much). 
Liberty— kings— laws— earth— Heav'n, and aU 
Seem nought but vapour to me — I — am — in— 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Love? 

LORD OUZMAN. 

Why, right. I am in love, so deep in love, 

That I would search the heav'ns — hell's depths explore— 

Gallop the earth— circle the ocean's mete»~- 

To win the £ur my bosom doats upon. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Hast tried to win her ? 

LORD OUZMAN. 

Alas! my friend, no. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Then, why repine ? what is the lady's name ? 
Where is the place of her abode ? 

LORD OUZMAN. 

Her name ! 

I know it not. The place of her abode ! 

I know it not. I know but where she reigns— 

In my heart — ^its life — its sovereign — all. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Thou scarce hast seen her, then? 

LORD OUZMAN. 

I see her now — 

Aye, and have done since I first beheld her 
By the palace gates. Oh ! then did that blush, 
Which always paints the cheek of modesty, 
Sufiuse its purple radiance on hers. 
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Oh ! more like an angel from the heavens 
She looked^ than like a maid terrestrial. 

{Enter a Messenger /ro»* Castile.) 
Another messenger ? what brings thee here ? 

MESSENGER. 

A heart o'ercharged with grief and love for thee ; 
A heart bleeding for my poor country'^s wounds. 
Where was thy noble arm, that it struck not 
In her defence ? Oh ! my poor country, and — 

LORD GUZMAN. 

What ? Speak on — ^what means this hesitation ? 
Why falter as though there was a something 
Written in your heart, which fain you would reveal ; 
But that dread fear doth bid you hold your peace ? 

MESSENGER. 

Nay, look not so wild — think of your country : 
Rebellion (Uke the tawny wolf that howls 
Around the folds, and ravages the flocks). 
Hath made such dread and woful massacre, 
That our history hath not on record. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

My country ! — ^well, what else ? go on. 

MESSENGER. 

Your father — 

LORD GUZMAN. 

My father ! Say'^st thou my father ? What of him ? 

MESSENGER. 

When did the press most boisterously rage. 
And instant death threaten the tyrant's life. 
Your noble father — ^heedless of the fate 
That waited him — ^rush'd on in his defence, 
Thousand'*s overmastering ; but fell at last 
A victim to their unrelenting ire. 
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LORD GUZMAN. 

Hence, liar. Would'st tamper with my feelings thus ? 

MESSENGER. 

Enough ; this will you find IVe not deserved. (Ea^it.) 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Oh ! return, return, and tell me more. 1*11 ask — 
m beg a thousand pardons — thrice over- 
Would you but grant one. Ah, me t he will not ; 
I fear Fve used him ill. Oh ! my father, 
Thou art not dead — ^no — ^no — I'll not believe ""t* (In tears,^ 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Weep not ; nay, cast off this unmanliness : 
I will be sworn your father is not dead ; 
'Tis but a lure— a mere concerted trick 
Made up t'entice thee from thy solitude. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

A trick ! articulate the word again. 

A trick ! give it a greater emphasis 

That I may be assured of the word. 

A trick! — thou said'st so. Pronounce it fully. 

Art sure that thou esteem'st it but a trick ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Aye, think on't no more. Come, we will make search 
The maid you love : but first provide against 
These irksome visitants : we'll go this way. 

(As they are going. Lord Guzman is struck by the 
appearance of his father's faithful servant Ber- 
nard who enters attired in black. Lord Guzman 
staggers back to the opposite side of the stage^ sup' 
ported by Sir John Shackell.) 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Too true — that sable suit— that sunken cheek — 
That faithful face, bespeak a sorry tale. 
Oh ! had I never braved the frantic tide 

D 



34 COUNT DE DENIA, OR . [act i. 

To set him free^ he still might have survived. 
Bernard, Bernard, fix not on the senseless ground 
Your eyes in dull and hideous silence. 
As though nor being nor life were in thee ; 
But rivet them on my &ce, and tell me 
Doth my father live, or is he murder'd ? 

BERNARD* 

He is kill'd, and if thou e'er didst bear him 
One tittle of filial affection. 
Swifter than the winds can waft thee thither. 
Speed and avenge his death — ^thou art silent — 
Struck dumb at my intelligence— why so ? 
Bather rouse thee, and, like a hurricane 
Verging £rom the rude tempestuous north. 
Scatter thy foes in wild astonishment. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Thou speak'st not of my mother. Does she live ? 

BERNARD. 

In slavery. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Devil — damn'd usurper ! 

My brothers — sisters, Bernard, speak of them. 

BERNARD. 

They share thy mother's fiite. Sweet innocents ! 

The bare flint stone is all their bed. 

WiU nothing rouse thee ? Then 111 say no more. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

How horrible that man should thirst for blood 

So insatiably, as to kill one 

Whose hairs were gray— were frosted o'er with age. 

Blanched in the service of a cruel state. 

Great God ! if such a thing as Justice is, 

Surely this deed caUs upon her louder 

Than ever she was summon^ yet. Alas ! 
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I must give a loose unto my feelings^ 
For I camiot restrain them. Aha ! tears. 
Roll on ! come, drown me in your crystallM brine. 
Ah, what a heart of adamant have I, 
That pours its feelings forth thus tardily. 
I must be a beast, or ere I had spoke this 
I had made old Ocean seem but as a brook 
Beside the raging torrent of my grief; 
Had made the rude gusts of Boreas but seem 
As wanton western breezes, or as sighs 
Falling from the lips of a southern gale, 
Beside the violence of my thronging hefts. 
Go to — ^I have no touch of manliness ; 
Not e'en the mettle of a dancing-sir. 
Or had I spent ere this the breath that hath 
Made up these vague lamentings of my heart 
In my wing*d course imto revenge. Bernard, 
Dost thou respect thy murdered master^s son? 
If so, counsel me. How shall I act 
In this dread circumstance ? He*s mute. Oh ! Heavens, 
Do Thou desert me not ; but ope Thy lips. 
And so incline me that I do Thy will. 
Ah ! no one answers me ; by all disdain'd, 
I stand, a monument of wretchedness ! 
You, Sir — I beseech you to advise me : 
Think not this lentitude in my rogation 
Springs from ought of disrespect ; — 'tis not so ; 
For, in my heart's core lies my esteem for thee. 
Which is of man the part most intricate ; 
And, being so, there are so many shrines 
(Where memory and fond afiection lie — 
Cherish'd memorials of former days — 
Of days that knew no taste of misery. 
And of affections such as simple hearts, 

D 2 
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Strangers to guile, alone have liking for)— 

AH to be broke through before the centre one 

Is found ; and in those shrines there may appear, 

Perchance, some object that we once thought all 

For which we lived : which we believed ourselves — 

Nay, felt that it was us — ^was knit to us 

By Providence, that nought could us disjoin 

But the grim stalwart front of death, which may. 

In some degree, acquit me of delay; 

I trust my plea excuses me. Wilt thou. 

Thy wholesome admonition lend me ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Aye — stay not for sea, earth, sky, or air, until 
That bastard's head be from his shoulders lopp'd. 
And borne through Spain upon a fir-tree's height. 

BERNARD. 

These words might a Tragedian well become, 

Whose glory 'tis to voice his injuries 

Unto the starlined vault of Heaven ; — ^fine proof 

Of the aifection of a duteous son ! 

Rouse thee, I say, and let thy keen sword show 

That thou art worthy of the name of you bear. 

LORD GUZMAN. 

Hold ! fool, I want not thee to prick me on ; 
The horse — the dog — ^need but encouraging. 
Hark you ! stand off— I hear my mother's voice : 
She doth invoke the vengeance of a son. 
Give me my sword, and soon shall his blood — 
In due atonement for my father's death. 
My tender mother's and her children's wrongs. 
Reek down its faithfiil blade. I go— I fly 
To the rescue of a mother : so speed, 
Oh Heav'n, my steps. (Exit) 

{Re-enter Lord Guzman.) 
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Soft you — my oath. To thee 

God, my duty first I owe, which paid, 

1 will espouse my mother's cause. Your arm. 

(Faintsy Sir John Shackell supports him.) 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Poor soul ! What a spring of honour have we here. 



END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. — A public place. — The same. 

Enter Sir Robert Hawley and Sir John Shackell 

crossijig. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Hath from Castile the dire intelligence 

Of his dear father's fate yet spent its force — 

Its dreadful force^ upon De Denia's ear ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

It hath. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

How did he bear beneath the blow? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

'Twas a heavy stroke — ^yet he took it nobly — 
Yes, wonderfully — in truth, manfully. 
When he beheld his father's trusty slave. 
The blushing rose, pure tenant of his cheek 
Blanch'd with amazement at the dark black weeds. 
That cap-a-pie, begirt the servant's &ame 
Forsook her tenement, and resignM it 
To her palefaced sister. But when he heard 
The dreadful tidings of his parents' fate. 
Bright words of vengeance from his mouth effused. 
Which gave him all the semblance of a God. 
The rightful mistress of his cheek resumed 
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Her seat— but not for long— no— not for long — 
The dire remembrance of his Heav'n-heard vow — 
(Oh ! heart of honour) gush'^d upon his soul, 
And nip't the &ir resolvement in the bud* 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

And did you learn from whence his former grief — 
The grief he brooded o'er so much — arose ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

yes. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

And it was liberty that he craved ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Aye. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

And you did grant it ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Would I could have done ! 

Oh ! it was the liberty of the heart 

He laaguor'd for. Sometimes heM cry in tones 

Of frantic frenzy, confine me with the fair^ 

The Heaven-horn angel, I adore, and then 

Dungeons will heal my wounds. He was in love, — 

Aye most devotedly in love, and yet 

With one unknown by him, almost unseen. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

How strange — ^he wished not then to see his home ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Not a whit — not a whit. Or if he did. 
Rather would he suffer death^s deep abyss 
To gape, and swallow him, than violate 
That oath which he so nobly swore to keep. 

1 felt his griefs as though they were mine own. 
And much did urge him to revenge : — But no : 
His soul tower'd high as if by Heav'n inspired — 



40 COUNT DE DENIA, OR [act hi. 

Forgive me, my friend — my feelings master me— («» tears.) 
No ; he would not break his oath. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Nay, cease to weep ; — 

Refrain from tears that can't abate his woe. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Oh! an' if they could — (vain— vain delusion) 

How copiously should they trickle down. 

Oh ! I would weep till I could weep no more ; 

Yes ; till the cold and fixMSty hand of death 

Should freeze my tears within mine eyes, turning 

All tenderness to icy cruelty. 

Oh ! I could steel my sinews. 

And front the grave with adamantine nerves- 
Aye, I could look upon the raging sea 

Threatening me with death, and smiling, bid 
The loud-lashing element roll on : — 

But his griefs (I do confess it) melted me. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Hold you — ^hither advances John of Gaunt. 

His presence will disturb our privacy, — 

'Twere better that we confer at home— come. — {Exeunt) 
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Scene II. — The same* 
Enter the Duke of Lancaster. 

GAUNT. 

Now is my brain upon the rack to know 

If in his grave the royal bastard lies, 

Or if he Hves to hinder my design. 

If he be dead, and I esteem him so ;— 

For I had dreams last night — sweet dreams — ^most sweet ; — 

Nay, did the pleasing vision represent 

Herds of Castilians flocking to my stand 

Crying aloud, — God save good John of Gaunt ^ 

King of Castile. Then on an iifry throne^ 

With regal 'purple clothed^ was I placed — 

My brows encircled with a crown of gold 

Of AraVs purest veins y studded tvith gems 

Most costly and most rare — and by my side 

There sate the pearl that helped me to those gems. 

Oh ! if these dreams be sooth, HI wear these dogs — 

These cut-throat dogs — ^in my kind heart's esteem ; 

If not, why let the devil take them — ^hold— 

rU use them once again, and if they fail. 

Why let him take *em then ; — 

(Enter Sir Ralph Ferries and Sir ^lan Buxall, 
who fall upon their knees before Gaunt,) 

Do I misgive ? or is your work undone ? 
Speak — teU me, is my bastard rival dead? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

My lord, we were — we have — ^we do not know — 

GAUNT. 

Damnation light upon your drivelling heads — 
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SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Bevis and Walters have not yet return'd — 

GAUNT. 

There^s the point — they should have return'd — ^avaunt — 
G09 hide you from my sights nor dare again 
To come athwart my path ; — ^yet, ho ! stay here — 
Ferries, search ev*ry bawdy-house throughout. 
That doth with midnight revelry obscene, 
Stench, and infect this great metropolis- 
Turn, — ^ransack till you find the rogues — ^begone — 
Speed, — fly if thou art friendly with thy head — 
Thou hast thy mission. — {Exit Ferries.) — Buxall, come 

hither : 
To scour the taverns round be it your task — 
Stay not to buss the pebbles with your feet ; 
But like to feathered thought, which here to day. 
And basks to-morrow upon Afric's sands. 
Wing thou thy way. Go, Sir, if thou would'*st keep 
Thy height, and be not shorter by the neck. 
Bring them in an hour — ^it is two o'clock. — {Exit Buxall.) 
Why, how the rascals trembled, yet they flew. 
And manifested zeal in my behalf. 
Perhaps they pay their courtship to my purse, — 
I'll wear a wary eye — but I know not — 
The dog they say — the Spaniel dog, the more 
His master kicks and c\jSa him, doth become 
Much fonder, and more faithful to his post :— - 
'Tis likely — 'tis very likely. Therefore, 
K promise cannot wia them to my cause 
rU play the keeper with the sycophants. 
For their nature savours of the Spaniel ; — 
What, ho ! there ; whither in such haste ? the knaves — 
The very knaves I want. 
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Enter Bevis and Walters, — BEyis/a/& upon his knees 
before Gaunt. — ^Walters stands apart.) 

How is't, good friends ? 
Why have ye on your brows that dogged look 
As though the devil pressM you at your heels ? 
Fawn-hearted dogs that wear a comely hide. 
But ^neath it show a gentlewoman''s pluck — 
I do not see the colours you should bear : — 
No — not a drop ; — why hath your courage then 
Sneak'd cowardly away ? 

bevis. 
My lord, I fear to speak. 

GAUNT. 

Art adamant ? art proof Against steel ? if so, maintain 
your silence. If not, as you regard your life, speak out at 
once, and keep my soul no longer in alarm. 

bevis. 

The man, whom your royal Grace, graciously condescend- 
ing (that is, or should be), the man, whom your royalist 
Grace, so condescendingly gracious, pointed out to us your 
humble butchers — ^hem — (that is) to us your humble dele- 
gates — hem — (I mean servants) proved to be else had your 
gracious will been executed. 

GAUNT. 

Whom ? What ? proceed. 

BEVIS. 

The king. 

GAUNT. 

Of Castile ? 

BEVIS. 

My lord, of England. 

GAUNT. 

Liar ! recal those words, or here's thy death. 
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WALTERS. 

There^s a situation; an' I thought myself capable of 
envy, Fd cut my throat — sMeath envy's a great mischief. 

(Aside.) 

BEVIS. 

It was, indeed, my lord, the second Richard, who ever 
filled proud England^s throne, since conquering William 
swayed the rule. In truth it was your royal Highnesses 
nephew. 

GAUNT. 

Say Trastamare''s alive and thou shalt die. 

WALTERS. 

There's a position for a religious man — ^what a diversity 
of choice. He must either forswear himself, and go to the 
devil headlong, or be murdered for speaking the truth. 
Bless me ! what an opportunity for a display of one's moral 
courage ! — (Aside.) 

BEVIS. 

He may be dead, my lord. 

Enter Sir Ralph Ferries. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Good news, my lord, most excellent, good news. 

GAUNT. 

Stand you awhile apart ; but keep you — ^mark — 

Within the reaching of my voice — (to Bevis and Walters.) 

Now, Sir, 
Our ear is open to your news. 

SIR RALPH ferries. 

Thus, then 

The hateful tyrant, who hath long usurp'd 
The throne of fair Castile, hath bit the dust. 
And lies entombed beneath the very plain 
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Where did the ghosts of those his viflany 
Plundered of their lives, rise and confront him. 

GAUNT. 

Your handi my friend — forgive the chastisement — 
The harsh rebuke my rage imposed on you ; — 
Who sways the sceptre now? — ^is the throne fill'd? — 
Or doth it yawn for its true occupant ? 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Scarce had the king, my lord, shook hands with death, 

And found his way to the grim courts of Hell, 

Ere had the crown, that jaundiced, witching whore. 

Another fame-mad suitor. The throne is fill''d — 

Aye, and the sceptre swajfd; — but mark you, though — 

By an usurper foul as the one that's dead. 

Shall £air Castile be by a bastard ruled? 

Shall the production of unlawfrd sheets 

Brandish a sceptre that might awe the world ? 

Shall such an one rive from thy noble grasp 

That, which by law and justice is thy own ? 

Shall thy great soul start at a bastard's frown ? 

Up, up, and manfrilly assert thy claim; 

For know, at once, that Trastamare is crownM. 

GAUNT. 

A bastard crown'd ! A bastard on the throne ! 
Why what a lack of policy is here. 
We must provide some measures for his death. 
Were 't well that Bevis on this errand go — 
Assume the 'guise and semblance of a Prince — 
Note well his movements, — ^and espy his chance 
To put an end to this our heart's unrest? — 
But, get thee to my house — Fll follow thee. 

[Enter Sir Alan Buxall.) 
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SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

News, news my lord, from fair CastUe I bring, 
And for your Grace. 

GAUNT. 

Pray speak it^ good sir knight^ 
We are o'er greedy of fair news. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

'Tis here. 

GAUNT. 

A letter from Castile — {breaks open the letter) — anonymous ? 

(reads.) 

« To John of Gaunt, 

*' Strange things have happened here. In an 
insurrection of the people, headed by the Count of Trasta- 
mare, Don Pedro fell, and the rebel gained the throne. A 
grandee too, of elevated rank, a worthy gentleman also 
met his death, and not being of the insurgent's party, all 
his possessions were adjudged confiscate; in consequence 
whereof, his wife and family are left in a forlorn situation. 
A son of his is, I believe, detained a captive in England. 
Could you succeed in restoring to him his father's estates, 
I am of opinion that, by so doing, as you are a candidate 
for the throne, you would be placing yourself on very high 
Vantage ground, in that the whole of the deceased kmg's 
friends would immediately revolt from the present go- 
vernment and join your highness' force. 

" Castile. " From a Friend." 

From whom received you this ? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Forsooth, so gallantly he was mounted 
That ere I felt the letter in mine hand. 
His steed, distancing the fugient winds. 
Bounded like to a Pegasus away. 
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GAUNT. 

Some cozening impostor I'll be sworn. 

Who wants an introduction to my purse ; 

But 111 o'ermatch him though. Where are my thoughts ? 

Work all together to your master's good. 

I'll use the cheat, aye, and to effect mine ends, 

FIl give a loose unto my authority : 

I will request the person of this Count, 

Which, being refused, I will commit the Knights 

Who hold him to the Tower — there to remain 

Unta I wring obedience from them ; 

I am resolved — ^bright thought ! — Pll use the cheat. 

I never yet a cheaper scrawl received ; 

Or, if I did, why then, I am deceived. {Exit.) 

{Re-enter Gaunt.) 
Yet stay, good Mends, I need your excellence ; 
This blazon'd victory hath caused my soul 
To dive beyond the artifice of Hell 
For an invention of the subtlest craft 
That is its monarch master of, to th^ end 
We may o^er-reach this babbler of Castile. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

'TwiU joy me much to see your pleasure 'gin ; 
Still more to be a furtherer thereof. 
So on what embassy will't please your Grace, 
We make more tender of your Highness' will ? 

GAUNT. 

Go to Sir Robert Hawley's mansion-house. 
And say — that in our loves and fair esteem 
For him, the King and I do condescend 
To ask of him the person of the Count ; 
And hope that, on some not far-distant day, 
We may be able to espouse his cause, 
And in his hands his weU-won ransom place. 
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Remind him, sirs, of Denials father's death, 

The confiscation of whose lands will tend. 

In your poor thoughts — mark you— 4W your poor thoughts 

To place his ransom wholly from their reach ; 

Go — and his answer bring me in an hour. 

Meanwhile, I will consult my brain, and with 

Its subtlety, and knowledge of my wrongs. 

Devise some other course, if this one fail, 

To place me, where the laws and justice should. 

(Exeunt Buxall, Gaunt, and Ferries.) 

BEVIS. 

Bless my soul, John Walters ! but there must be some 
truth in what our philosophers maintain, as regards the 
Moon having an influence upon us terrestrial beings ; faith 
I like the position. I would I was an astronomer, that I 
might look into the matter. By Plutus I who is my God, 
'tis a noble science* Why man, I tell thee whilst he was 
quarrelling so lustily with yon dandy last night, her lustre 
would have put old Sol out of conceit of himself, could he 
but have had an eye upon her. 

WALTERS. 

Stay thy jargon, thou lackbrain, beetle-headed fool. 

BEVIS. 

Lackbrain, beetle-headed fool, say you ? Come solve me 
this : Why is the Duke of Lancaster Uke Mount Vesuvius t 
There, 'tis o* my own making — d*ye give it up ? 

WALTERS. 

Give it up ! — thou hast scarce put it Why — ^is — the 
Duke — Mount Vesuvius ? Why is the Duke of Lancas- 
ter like the Mount Vesuvius ? Humph ! I have it. Be- 
cause h^s fiery ! 

BEVIS. 

Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! say't again. Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! say't 
again, and I'll laugh myself into a regular Jack Falstaff. 



8CENB II.] THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 49 

Ha • Ha ! Ha ! because he's fiery. Lackbrahif beetle- 
headed fool-'^y^. Why, thou uneducated hulk, you de- 
serve nothing better than the gibbet for murdering such 
wit. Come, to't again. 

WALTERS. 

Not L Let's hear thy solution on't. 

BEVIS. 

Why ii the Duie <jf Lancaster like Mount Vesuvius f 
'Tis simple as conning thy ABC; I'll tell it thee, thou 
lean-witted goose: \is because he's subject to eruptions. 
Now, John Walters, what think you of my wit ? Am I 
the very pith and soul of ignorance ? 

WALTERS. 

I'll tell thee by and by ; look you, we'll step aside. 

{Enter the Duke of Lancaster, Sir Alan Buxall, 
and Sir Ralph Ferries. The two latter meeting 
the former.) 

GAUNT. 

Now, gentlemen, your news : what said the Knights ? 
What 'haviour wore they when they heard the quest 
On which you went ? 

SIR RALPH ferries. 

A haughty one, my lord ; 

For when we spoke your Highness's condescension, 

They said your Grace might further condescend 

To order from your Exchequer royal 

The payment of ten thousand paltry marks, 

Which is the sum they claim upon the Count. 

GAUNT. 

You're sure the rebels were thus insolent ? 

SIR RALPH ferries. 

In truth they were. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

In verity they were. 
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GAUNT. 

Unsufferable knaves — uncourteous dogs ! 

It seems as though the world was sworn my foe, 

Or some foul demon crosses my attempts : 

For since IVe laid my claim unto yon throne, 

The sun hath never with that lustre shone 

As he was wont before : — ^but has the moon — 

That pale-faced harlot of the heavens — shone forth 

With more seducing brilliancy, as if 

To tempt me to the purpose of my mind; 

And then give evidence against my soul. 

Oh, ambition! whither wilt thou lead me? 

Thou hast made me now the very scandal, 

Gybe, and laughing-stock o* the community ; — 

Leave me, good friends, that I may hide my fece 

From all men's eyes. Leave me, I say ! 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Not so ; 

Your thirst for glory will exalt you yet. 

BEVIS. 

On the gallows. — (Aside.) 

GAUNT. 

Aye, 'twill lead me on, with such beguiling. 
And o^er-winning flattery, that it will place me 
Of some high mountain almost on the top. 
And leave me then to fall swift headlong down, 
And punish thus my avaricious heart. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

My worthy master, be not so dismayM. 

GAUNT. 

Why, no — Fll either sit upon that throne. 
Or perish in th** avenging o' my wrongs. 
Another scheme hath just occurr'd to me ; 
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Yet for the knaves I bid attend me here 

I shall have work. Where do the rascals skulk ? 

Bevis and Walters. 
Lo ! here, and at your service, mighty Duke. 

(Advancing.) 

GAUNT. 

Good friends, youVe ever at your post ; but hold — 
You first, Sir Knights, again to Hawley go, 
And bold imperative demand the Count 
In the Kings's name and mine ; — ^if they refuse, 
Drag them to the Tovir'r. And you, my honest sirs. 
As soldiers under their command, obey 
Whatever they may enjoin. You may begone. 

(Exeunt all. J 
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. Scene III. — The same. 

{Enter Sir Robert Hawley and Sir John Shackell, 

crossing.) 

sir ROBERT HAWLEY. 

What can we do, my friend ? Our answer will 

Doubtless exasperate the haughty Duke. 

But still our captive swears he will not stir 

Beyond the bounds of Englaud's realms a pace, 

Until he sees us happy in our claim. 

We cannot go abroad without our arms. 

For well I know his Myrmidons do lay 

In secret ambush to overtake us both. 

And, by their threats and scoffs, wring from our fears 

Our very livelihood. 

sir JOHN SHACKELL. 

But we^U match him ; list, and applaud my plot 

And the integrity of our hostage, 

Who hath resolved him to assume th" disguise, 

The very visor of a serving-man, — 

And, so elude this tyrannous design. 

Holding his vow as chaste as Dian's thoughts. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

We may, then, triumph yet ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

May ? say not " may." 
Instance me where Heaven deserted ever 
The oppressed ; then will I hold my peace. 
And virtue shall be called consummate vice. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEV. 

I do esteem your judgment worthily ; 
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But whilst weVe here we do in danger stand. 
Let us away, and hasten to the Count. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

'Twill please me much. Lead you the way, good Sir. 

{Exeunt) 
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Scene IV. — A room in Sir Robert Hawley''8 hmse. 
Enter Count De Denia attired in servant oppareL 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Why, what a poor tame fool am I, to be 

Prevented by an oath from avenging 

My poor dear father's death. Why should I doff 

The robes that once v^rere wont to grace a Count, 

And wear the drapery of a servant 

Just to preserve inviolate an oath ? 

What is an oath ? 'Tis but a form of words — 

A mere phrase. And what is there in that form 

That such observance should be paid to it? — 

That it should awe the mind of man so much ? 

Why should not a man place equal value 

Upon his bare word, as upon his oath ? 

An oath is made o"* breath — so is a word. 

Why then the one more potent than the other ? 

Is, in their manufiicture, aught but breath 

Required ? Aye, here it is. There is a dread — 

A dark solemnity about an oath — 

An awful something, which, if considered well. 

Must make the wicked pause, and villany 

Return to good ; — I will not break mine oath — 

I could not break it though twenty fathers 

Should expire before my eyes. Till, therefore. 

This solemnity shall be fuMU'd 

And high Omnipotence account it paid — 

Rest! rest! my soul! 

{Enter Sir Robert Hawley and Sir John Shackell.) 

Ha ! why stand so aloof? 
Have three short hours estranged me from your hearts ? 
You said you loved me when we parted last. 
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SIR JOHN 8HA0KELL. 

I scarce can bear to look upon that dress^ 
Knowing, alas ! too well myself the cause ; — 
Pray ! pray ! accept your boundless liberty. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

A goodly father once enjoin'd his son 

To perform a certain act ; — that father. 

Hard upon the heels of his injunction 

Was summoned by Heav'n hence* 

What would you have named that son, had he not 

Performed his father''s wish, though Death with "^s scythe 

Stood in the way, and bid him to desist? 

A devil. Sir, — yes, a most monstrous coward. 

Now that father was mine— th^ enjoining was. 

That I your faithful captive should remain 

Until your well-won ransom should be paid. 

I swore my fGtith — ^answer me — should I not 

Be a devil were I to forego it ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

But that attire doth ill become thy form. 
Your stately bearing will expose the cheat. 
That open front bespeaks my saying true. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

But how much more honourable shall I be 
In both the eyes of Heaven, and of man. 
When I shall throw aside this just disguise. 
And gird my proper raiment on my back ! — 
When to an end my bondage shall be brought 
By the frilfilment of the covenants 
Which I have sworn t' observe — if not, to die ! 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Would man, in man, believe such honour dwelt? — (Aside.) 
Yet, for all, I like it not — ^you look not 
Count de Denia in it. 
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COUNT DE DENIA. 

For a tune 

I am what I do seem ; a Other's last — 

But I must — ^wOI conquer this emotion — 

A father's last request enforces it. 

But looky my firiends, your loyes are dear to me. 

As mine, you say, is luito you. Therefore, 

Lest discord break in upon our friendship. 

Let this discussion for a while subside 

Until a happy yictoiy is ours. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELI^ 

Each word thou speak'st so wins upon my heart. 
And takes its seat within my inmost breast. 
That, ii I durst, I could not 'gainsay thee. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Give me your hands {starting). What noise was that I heard? 

There again ; perhaps the soldiers of the Duke. 

Ill to the door ; — ^but mark, my honest friends. 

Let not your feelings your reason o'erget, — 

My name, take heed, is Alfred Bohun, now ; — 

Speak to me, treat me as you would your groom. — {ExiL) 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

If it be they, we wiD, unto the last. 
Resist their force. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

We will. Be mute — they come. 

Re-enter Count de Denia with Sir Ralph Ferries, 
Sir Alan Buxall, Beyis, Walters, and soldiers 
all armed* 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Hold, maniacs ! — what means this entrance abrupt. 
Upon the private hours of peaceful men? 
Why wear ye thus in iron cased your frames ? 
What do those imked weapons in your hands ? 
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SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

We come not here to hold a wordy war. 
So hark ye^ Sirs^ either produce the Count, 
Or take, to-night, your lodging in the TowV. 

SIR ROBERT HAWI^EY. 

By Heav'ns my wish is much averse to both. 

To the latter I may be dragg'd ; — ^but look you, 

I'll not discover Count de Denia, 

Though down my throat you force your pois'nous paws. 

And by its roots tear from my breast my heart, 

And make a footstool on't. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Then bind them, fellows ; in the King^s name, bind them. 
(Bevis, Walters, and soldiers advance,but are resisted 
by Count de Denia, Sir Robert Hawley, and 
Sir John Shackell, insomuch that Sir Alan Bux- 
ALL and Sir Ralph Ferries are forced to lend 
their assistance.) 

Are ye madmen, thus rashly to dispute 

The King's supreme and high authority ? 

(Sir Robert Hawley strikes Sir Alan Buxall 
and rushes out. The Duke's men then bend their 
force against Count de Denia and Sir John 
Shackell, and at length succeed in overpowering 
them.) ^ 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Tis in vain, good Alfred, weVe overpowered ; 
But still, if justice will chastise offence. 
This violence shall not unpunishM go. 
Nor unrequited thy good services. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

This is no season for fair compliment — 
Conduct him, fellows ; lead him to the Tower. 
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COUNT BE DENIA. 

But^ first, I pray you, one request. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Spealc on. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Bind me, and take me wi' my master too ; 
'Nay, — I see you would yourselves not trouble 
'Bout so unworthy a man — ^unbounden then. 
If such your meaning is, I pray you take me ; 
I will not resist. — Ha ! would you refuse ? 
Spare me that pain — ^you will not deny me. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Repose I would most willingly bestow 
On thee ; — but your unbroken master here, 
Who yet hath lain upon a bed of down. 
With slaves around to wait upon his will. 
Must on a couch of straw his slumber take. 
With no one, but a rusty-mouthed knave 
To change a word withal, — ^for this contempt 
Of his most noble sovereign's will. 
Until our greater officers pronounce 
His final doom. Thou must not follow him. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Bed us on flint-stone, so I be with him. — 
Hast^thou been ever taken by a foe ? — 
Hast thou, fair Knight, been ever manacled 
Upon the tented field ? Hast — 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

No more — thou must not go. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

To all these questions I could answer yes. 

Would that thou could'st ! then would'^st thou feel for him. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Away with him, fellows ! 
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COUNT DE DENIA. 

Pause yet awliile — 

Let me but wait on him an hour each day— - 
Do not deny me this^ as Heaven you hope^ 
Will not lack mercy to your soul. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

You shall. 

You may^ between the hours of twelve and one, 

To-morrow come. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Then Heav'n hath heard my pray'r. 

Thou hast my blessing ! — thou hast my blessing ! 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Now to the Tower. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

To-morrow then, good Alfred, — 
Adieu, kind heart. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Farewell, my noble master ! 
Heaven be vdth thee. 

{Exeunt Sir Ralph Ferries, Sir Alan Buxall, 
Bevis, Walters, and Soldiers, with Sir John 
Shackell.) 

Come forth, imperial day ; 
Break through the gloomy horrors of the night, 
And place me in the dungeon of my friend. {Kneeling.) 



END OF ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I.— -4 Prison in the Tower. 
Sir John Shackell is discovered seated, with a book. 

SIR JOHN shackell. 

I cannot read — (throwing down the book, and rising from 

his chair.) — This is an unseemly sight ; 
I would that I had met my death — that I 
Had nobly spent my life at Najara ; 
Then had I died an honourable death. 
For much of grief forebodes me yet to come ;— 
Who's there ? 

{Enter a Gaoler.) 

GAOLER. 

Your servant waits your pleasure. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

He shall be welcome. {Exit Gaoler.) This is a happy 
moment. 

Re-enter Gaoler withCovi^T de Denia disguised as a 
Servant. Sir John Shackell advances to meet him. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Nay, then, I pray you greet me not ; but mark, 

I have to speak of things you dream not of — 

Aye, of circumstances that axe as far 

From thy imagination's scope as is 

The northern pole asunder from the south — 

As is the highest seat in Heaven's fair dome 
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From the lowest pit of Chaos distant ; 
You must awhile be stillj aad lend your ear 
With patience to my tale. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Proceed : my patience and observance shall 

Thy words so rivet on my memory, 

That to the letter FU re-tongue the whole. 

COUNT D£ DENIA. 

First, go dismiss yon iron-hearted knave ; 
I would communicate my thoughts alone. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

You may withdraw until the bell rings one. (Eadt Gaoler.) 

COUNT D£ DENIA. 

Now, hark ye ! we have but an hour ; — ^the Sun 
Hath his meridian sheen attained, and bends 
His journey onward for the Occident. 
When he doth set, on comes the sable night ; 
Sweet solace to the murderer's vile thoughts — 
The time when Uons seize the outlay'd flocks — 
When all the bloody kindy that live on prey 
Make wing unto their haunts — when night-crows rend 
The welkin with their screams ; — 

' SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

What mean these words ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Hear you in brief the very compass on't ; 
This ravenous — this blood-thirsty, damned Duke 
Hath plot on plot suggested, and by the aid 
Of these rebellious knights contrived a scheme, 
Which, as I learn, is aim^d against your peace. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

My life ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Your life — and all ! 
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SIR lOHN 8HACKKLL. 

Oh ! Heaven save me ! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

As I advise do thou perform, and live. 

To-morrow, Tuesday, is the day assigned 

When will these two-legg*d wolves make more attempt 

To wring your secret from your heart ; but hold — 

If they should fidl 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

My life must pay the fine. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

So. But treat their threats as empty bubbles 

Of expanded air, which waaton saplings. 

Their way forestalling to the hated school, 

SweU into a sphere of magnitude immense. 

Which, when it hath reach'^d their highest hopes, bursts, — 

And vanishes from their sight,^-leaviDg them 

Nought but their own philosophy, to tell 

The reason on^t. Thus, Shackell, are their threats. 

Lay but the fidr proposal to your heart 

That 111 advance ; then say to Heav'n your praise, 

That He hath bless'd thee with thy liberty. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Thy judgment is as imcontroU'd as is 

The freedom of thy soul. Therefore 

111 place myself at thy well-weigh'd discretion ; 

I do repose within thy grasp the rein 

Of &ir commandment. Bid me as thou wilt. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Doff then thy robes, and in exchange for them, 
Clad thee with mine, — then walk securely hence — 
Thus will we cheat their spite. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Thou hast, indeed, 
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Imposed upon me more than man could do. 
Leave me, my fiiend, lest the foul fiend tempt me 
To act so villainous a character 
In this scene. 

COUNT D£ DENIA. 

What ! thou surely must be mad, 

Or I am deaf, and deaf sure I am not; 

For to be deaf is to lack hearing's sense, 

And that sense — ^but to the question ; come, 

Doff your robes — I ever loved the man who would join 

In tricking such ignoble tyranny. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

But where there^s danger? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Why 'tis the sweeter ; 

For when ^tis past how bly the the hours glide on 

When friends do by a winter^s fire talk o^er 

When they their many perils do recount ; 

How oft they have escaped the lion's mouth-— 

How oft theyVe stood upon the beetling cli£^ 

How oft they've crouched beneath the barbed gorse. 

Whilst their pursuers wildly pass'd and repass'd, 

Pouring most dreadful curses on their souls ;— 

Oh 1 to record these o'er is it not sweet ? — {A beU striken.) 

Soft you, the bell proclaims that half our time 

Is past ; so your decision-*come. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Why look. 

You would free me, and place yourself in chains ; 

You'd save my neck, and make your own a noose ; 

What would that advantage us ? Ah ! leave me. 

If there were twenty million single hairs 

Upon my head, and every hair a life, 

I'd rather loose them all than thou should'st die. 
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COUNT DE DENIA. 

Pshaw ! pshaw ! what would they with a serving-man ? 

Not Alfred Bohun^ but the County they seek. 

Me they will not condemn, or if they would, 

We have such arrant geese to fight against 

That I will make them curse the very day 

On which they heard the name of Denia. 

Fear me not ; but no matter — I have done — 

Either to my proposal, mind yourself. 

Or I will swallow the contents of this. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Then, must I play a part I never play'd ! 
I would have called the actor on the stage — 
The actor, who is but nature's mocking-bird — 
A very coward — a very dastard — 
Who, as to play, could so conceit himself 
A part so villainous — ^give me the phial. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

No— not so. Either at once resolve thee, 
Or bid De Denia farewell. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Then I must ; 

And act the runaway at last — ^'tis so ; 

But swear that you'll not yourself endanger — 

Swear that if peril is at hand, you will 

Make known the plot, and so make free yourself. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

By Heaven ! —there, 'tis sworn — now for our work. 

{They change their clothes.) 
Throw off awhile this open-heartedness ; 
We have such devils to compete, withal, 
That it doth need us to be devils too — 
That's well — take my cloak — it is accomplished. 
Hark you, the bell — our time is up — all's right ; 



SCENE I.] THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 65 

Demean thyself with a determined gait. 
Lest foul suspicion, with her Argus eyes, 
Defeat us in the nick of victory. 
Here comes the Knight to part us. 

(Enter Sir Alan Buxall.) 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Your time is up— 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

So soon ? the sun must have o'ershot the dial. 
Well, my good master, fate is fate : — I leave thee 
Till the morrow in the hands of Heaven's King. 
May He accept thee. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Come you, my honest. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Bless thee, my trusty slave. 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

Forgive thee, he should have said.— (-4«»(fe.) — Adieu- 
adieu. 
I am a villain — I am a villain. — (Aside.) 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

He's safely gone. Lo ! on my bended knees, 
Most dear Protector of the Poor, I thank thee. 
Now, for mine own security : — ^weak thought ! 
That be the care of high Omnipotence. 
Would it be manly to o'erleap these walls. 
And fly ? I know not — yet, my heart says " No !" 
Therefore, I will wait, and hear the judgment. 
If I do not appal the guilty heart, 
I will wring pity from the tender breast. 

{Enter Bevis.) 
Pray ! what's your business ? 

F 
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BEVIS. 

Any thing, an' so it please you, Sir. The court requires 
your presence. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

So shall we pleasure it ; do you hold any situation in the 
Tower ? 

BEVIS. 

Yes, most a pity. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Pray of what nature ? 

BEVIS. 

Faith — a miserable one. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Under whom do you serve ? 

BEVIS. 

The Duke of Lancaster — John of Gaimt ; i'faith more 
like John o' Dreams, at present : but as for a matter o' 
that, I'm a tool for any man's hand who will use me lightly 
and whet me well — thine an' thou art so minded. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

But wilt do my bidding ? 

BEVIS. 

If it be to slay my grandmother, and fire the bed that 
got me. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Provide me with a release from hence. 

BEVIS. 

You'll not betray me though ? you'U be secret ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Aye, as sealing-wax. 

BEVIS. 

Then come wi' me — this be thy concealment. 

{Giving him a cloak.) 



SCENE I.] THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 67 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Rather with it hide thj despicable face^ thou covetous^ 
self-interested loon — thou would'st betray one employer — 
thou mightest betray me, too. Get thee to the court and 
say I come. 

BEVIS. 

Don't tell of me. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Away wi' thee. 

BEVIS. 

Now, don't tell — now, pray don't. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Begone l^{Exit Bevis.) 

Now comes the trial, still Heav'n lend your might, 

Nor leave me here to perish in the night. — (Exit.) 



v2 
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Scene II. 

The Justice HaU in the Tower, — The Duke op Exeter 
is discovered in the chair. — Lady Elizabeth Holland 
beside him. — Sir Alan Buxall^ Sir Ralph Ferries^ 
Bevis^ Walters, and Officers are ranged on either side. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

What case is this, Sir Alan Buxall, say ? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

It pends between our gracious Lord, the King, 
And one a Knight, Sir John Shackell, 
With divers others, who axe yet at large. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Make, then, the trumpets speak, that all may know 
The court doth sit. Buxall, bring in your prisoner. 

{Exit Buxall.) 
This fellow hath resisted stubbornly 
As I do read, the King's authority, 
And yet he is a man of high renown. 

lady E. HOLLAND. 

He may, perhaps, be wrongfiilly arraign'd. 
So thy good judgment weigh what he advance 
In fair excuse of his disloyalty 
Ere thou opinest. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Thy heart is ever kind. 

But see, he comes — 1*11 mildly question him. 

{Re-enter Buxall with Count De Denia.) 
Young knight, Fm grieved to the soul at this. 

count de denia. 
'Tis she ! 'tis she ! {aside.) 
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THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

You have denied the king'^s supremacy — 

You have drawn your sword upon his officers 

Whilst in execution of their duty ;— 

And yet, so loving is our Sovereign 

Towards his subjects, that he offers grace. 

On the condition that you manifest 

In this behalf your grateM penitence, 

By giving up unto his Highness' will 

The person of the Count de Denia* 

Come, then, requite this largess by a life 

Obedient to his will, as it hath been 

Till now ; — ^will you. Sir Knight, produce the Count ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

'Tis she ! 'tis she ! 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Speak — ^what is't you mutter ? 

Sir Alan, is he mad ?— unbar his visor ; 

I know not this demeanour, nor this voice. 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

By verity 'tis the Knight's servingman. 
The very cheat his master hath released. 
And in his place remained — cursed knavery ! — 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

What ! say you so ? Away with him ! begone ! 
Hang him in gibbets this day at the Hill ! 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Alas! my dear, my gentle father, stay ; 

Ere to a cruel death he is consigned. 

Hear him, for pity's sake :-p'rliaps some rash vow 

Hath thus determin'd him. Come, speak young Sir, 

What were your motives ? What could possess you 

Thus to frustrate the designs of Justice ? 
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COUNT DE DENIA. 

The prisoner was my Lord— my master: 

He was a kind — an indulgent master — 

He is a man honourable to all. 

One charm he has that wins my love the more ; 

That charm, fair, gentle advocate thou art 

Possessed withal : — he is the poor man^s &iend. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Thy master is a traitorous villain. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

If the promovement of the country's good — 
The bold assertion of her proper rights — 
A loyal hand as ever grasp'd the sword 
In freedom's cause — a traitor constitute, 
Set you then down my valiant master one. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Who in the name of Justice have we here ? 

He uses not the language of a slave ; 

Nor are his features of a lowborn hind : 

Sirrah ! teU me thy name, who, and what art thou ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Language ! pure language ! (such as aU should be) 
Is not alone peculiar to rank. 
I have heard language pure as the taintless skies. 
Surpassing far the statesman's studied speech : — 
Yes, I have heard the eloquence of truth 
(Uncommon offspring of the human heart) 
Flow from a beggar's mouth : but I wander. 
So please you, Alfred Bohun, gracious Duke, 
My valiant master's humble servingman ! 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

I faint ! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

She loves me, then ; come tyranny — 
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Come thy most galling bane^ and I will laugh 
At thee ! (aside. J 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

I will attend thee presently : 

We will talk more to thee of this anon. 

In the meantime, Sir Alan Buxall, see 

You pay attention proper to this man ; 

We will our orders on the morrow give 

In what way he shall be bestow'd ; till then 

Conduct him to his dungeon. Now, my child ! 
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Scene III. — An open place. 
Enter the Duke of Lancaster. 

GAUNT. 

I'll not repine ! — pshaw ! — I'll think myself a King. 

Who knows but that this royal bastard's dead ? 

I see him now upon the brink o' the grave ; 

For he, I hear, is on the seas, and ""tends 

His sail for England, here to celebrate 

His coronation feast. Pernicious feast to him ! 

To him ! — that feast hath seal'd the bond — his fate ! 

Yet that I might be spared that weariness ! 

I would that, as he stems his liquid course. 

Dark Hell's wide regions would break out, and gape. 

And gorge his vessel to the lowest pit 

And fathom of its foundation ! — for if 

He was in Hell or Heav'n — ^it nothing bodes 

The which to me — I should then have 

{Enter Sir Ralph Ferries.) 

What now ? 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Are you, my Lord, still minded of the throne ? 

GAUNT. 

Where is your drift? 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

As touching Trastamare. 

GAUNT. 

We are no weathercock, that th' uncertain wind 
Should work a change in our intents— speak on. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Within an hour he lands — can'st look on this? — 

{Draws a dagger,) 
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GAUNT. 

Look on't ? and grasp it too. Comes he alone. 
Or retinued ? 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

As I can learn, alone. 

GAUNT. 

This doth he do that all Castile may know 
The measure of his love towards her sons, 
And with what carelessness he holds himself. 
Wise fool ! to place his life in jeopardy 
For such a purpose. 

Gallop thine eye around the vault of Heav'n, 
And single me out Mars. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Mars ! say you Mars ? 

There, my Lord — ^look you — ^westward of the moon. 

GAUNT. 

May he, if Trastamare survive the night. 

Fall from the Heav'ns, and blaze me in my bed ! 

SIB RALPH FERRIES. 

Well said — ^thy spirit doth o*erjump all bounds I 
Methinks I see thee now endiadem'd : — 
'Twere well that you surprise him as he bends — 

GAUNT. 

Leave that to me. Be your attention. Sir, 

All given to these Eiiights whom Heav'n hath been 

So pleased as to place beneath our bonds : — 

Mark well when Thisbe gets her night<^p on. 

And tend me at my house — our enemy 

By then shall be at rest. — Exit Sir Ralph Ferries.) 

{Enter Bevis.) 
How hath the Court acted ? 

bevis. 
All duty to your Grace ; an 't so please you, I consider 
it hath done the best it could. 
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GAUNT. 

Bravely, boy ! thou wast gotten in the business vein. I 
would I had a thousand o' thy breed. But for the decision 
of the Court — what did ye do ? 

BEVIS. 

Why, for the day's business it may not please your 
Grace ; but still, what could be done was. 

GAUNT. 

What could be done ? foh ! — ^what was done ? 

BEVIS. 

Why, for the truth on't here it is. That leanwitted Cap- 
tain of our's, Sir Alan Buxall, suffered Sir John Shackell's 
servant to attend him an hour a day — ^still what could be 
done, in all due deference to your Grace, that did the 
Court. 

GAUNT. 

Well, what did ye do ? 

BEVIS. 

Nothing ! 

GAUNT. 

Nothing? 

BEVIS. 

rfaith, nothing ! What could we do, not having any- 
body to do anything with: and nobody we had, save the 
Ejiight's servingman. In very verity they exchanged their 
clothes— aye, by conscience did they — and the Knight 
walked leisurely from the prison, and the servant filled his 
place — truly a crafty trick. 

GAUNT. 

Put him to the rack — the rack directly, Bevis. 

BEVIS. 

Whom, my Lord? 

GAUNT. 

Whom ? asketh thou me whom ? Buxall, Sir ! 
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BEVIS. 
He hopes that he may yet redeem himself. 

GAUNT, 

He can but pay me with his head — behead him, fellow ! 

{Exit Bevis.) 
{As Gaunt is going, he is met by Lady Constantia.) 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

How now, why thus distempered, Lancaster ? 

GAUNT. 

Is*t possible that I can leave to feast 

My eyes upon those Heavenly features 

To do a deed of blood? E'en so. I must. — {Aside.) 

Lady, adieu ! 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Nay, gentle Lancaster, 

You were not wont to leave me thus. 

GAUNT. 

You're right ; 

I had no business then — ^my hands are full now. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Three years ago you would have left me not. 
Though you'd been summoned in a nation's cause. 
Three years ago-when did the partial winds 
Breathe out their favourable gales to waft 
Thy gaUant bark across the Hquid field. 
You plough'd to win the daughter of a King. 

GAUNT. 

Her words are e"'en as vipers in my throat. 
Whose galling sting hath closed the channel pipe 
Through which would curses without number flow. 
Could I allay the smarting on her head. — {Aside.) 
I must away. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

There was a time, kind lord. 

You would not have presumed thus far : you used, 



J 
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When did occasion call you hence, to ask 
Constantia^s permission. Were you not ? 

GAUNT. 

I was your suitor then ; I am your husband now. 
Hold off thy hands ; I am callM away — ^hold off! 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Alas ! my kind, my honour'd lord, what ails thee ? 
There was a time, I do remember well. 
Thy noble breast would scorn to hurt the gnat 
That nightly breathed her song above thy head, 
Holding sweet sleep ambrosial from thy ^lids ; 
But now — 

GAUNT. 

Why, things are changed. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Alack I they are : 

A fearful change hath taken place since first 

Ambition held her devilish sway 

And ruling o''er your mind. Oh ! give her up. 

Oh ! if thou lovest Constantia give her up. 

And cast her image to the wanton winds ; 

Yet, if thou needs must be ambitious. 

Let thy ambition be alike to mine — 

From this time forth, and ever, be ''t our aim 

To be more kind than man and wife ne'^er were. 

GAUNT. 

Hold off — cease thy prating — ^my mind is full. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

But my kind — it is Constantia speaks. ' 

GAUNT. 

No more ; — 111 have the throne, as I'm a man. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

My dear, kind lord, take once yoiu* wife's advice ; 
I see thee now sharing my father's fate. {In tears.) 
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GAUNT. 

Bother me no more with thy damn'd prattle. 
To your chamber, madam — ^to your chamber. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

My dear lord — my kind lord — ha' mercy pray. 

GAUNT. 

To your chamberi madam — ^to your chamber. 
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Scene IV. — A prison in the Tower. 
Count de Denia is discovered seated ifi a chair. 

COUNT DE denia. 

Is it a dream — merely a curtained dream, 

That leads my restless imagination thus 

To think myself in perfect happiness — 

To think myself in sweet Elysium ? 

Or is it bright — sweet — sweet reality ? 

It must be — ^'tis a dream — it cannot be 

Reality. Yet, how a dream ? I sleep not. 

'Tis not a dream ; — it is reality. 

Yes, I have found the fair my heart hath long. 

Long yeam'd to see. 

Oh ! but for her, I had been worm's meat now. 

How like an angel did she intercede. 

And step between me and the hangman^s hands ? 

Methinks I hear her plaintive pleading now. 

Oh! from this place, if Heaven shall will my 'scape, 

Is^t possible ? can it be possible 

I can repay her love ? no — no — it cannot ! ^ 

For though each single grain of sand that lies 

Upon the wide sea-shore were mine — mine own. 

And each one worth Arabians riches, 

I should not then be able to requite her. 

Soft you, the key turns through the rusty lock ; 

Some further intelligence, I suppose. 

{Enter Sir Alan Buxall with Lady Elizabeth 
Holland.) 
I'll 'tend your ladyship in half an hour. 
'Twere impossible to refuse such charms. (Aside.) {Exit.) 

count de denia. 
In what frame, lady, shall I couch my speech, — 
What heav'nly muse shall I invoke to stir 
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My humble spirit 'bove its servile point, 
I cannot tell, — Oh ! for a seraph's lips, 
To breathe my thanks. — Oh ! that an angel would 
Forth swiMy from Olympus wing his flight- 
Break through the ceiling of this dread abode, 
And in a strain of sweet ethereal song, 
Lay at thy feet my heart-felt gratitude ! 
Yet by that wish I thee do honour not ; 
For thou thyself art more than angel is. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Young, gentle sir, I fear I have o'erstept 
A maiden's privilege ; so brief shall be- 
As brief as possible— our interview. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Oh ! if she felt as I now feel, 'twould be — 
'Twould never cease to be. (Aside.) 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Oh ! if his breast was fill'd with Cupid's darts 

But half as full as mine — then the pale Moon 

Would brighten up, and wear the hue of health 

Upon her cheek, with looking on our loves. 

And on her children's happiness. (Aside.) I would — 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Nay, look not on me with thy starry eyes. 
Lest the dull spark that labours in my breast 
Be vnrought, and kindled to a doating flame. 
Which neither rank nor station can command. 
Oh ! that I was a titled nobleman. 
Or thou, fair dame, at least a peasant's child. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Nor rank, nor station move the true heart's love. 
If two hearts love, though they be lord and slave. 
What art shall let them, that they be not join'd? 
Shall etiquette and fashion intervene. 
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And tear the turtle from his gentle dove ? 
And tell me^ too^ if overwrought state and pomp 
S' to be preferred to what the heart most loves— 
A faithful husband^ though he be but poor — 
But humble in the lot of life ? — (Aside.) I fear— - 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

What cause hast thou^ ethereal dove, to fear ? 
Thou art my gaoler (and gaolers should be fear'd), 
For in the fairy prison of thy charms 
Is all my soul enwrapt. Pray you, speak on. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

But scandal, as thou know'st, is light o^ wing. 
And chiefly perches on the softer branch : 
And if that branch shall lose its virtue once, 
Or e'en be tainted, though their heart be pure. 
What power can make the world accept it so ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Do thou but look, and no one shall dispute. 
For, should every nation bring a Queen 
As chaste as snow upon the Alpine tops. 
With hearts as high above all meaner thoughts 
As is the highest pebble on such top 
Above the lowest coral in the deep. 
Thy unmatch'd virtue should confoimd them all. 
And make 'em stand as drabs — as wanton drabs. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

'Twere well to watch. For, to the modest heart. 
Suspicion is as great a shame, as is 
A bare conviction of the deed. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

There, gentle fair, thou hast thy remedy. 
For suspicion is, without foundation. 
But at the best a libellous assault. 
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LADY E. HOLLAND. 

But^ to be pointed by the vulgar gaze — 

Riveted by the scrutinizing glance 

Of ignorant, uneducated fools, 

E'en to one's very pith and inmost core — 

Could heart of woman these encounters bear ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

These are encounters that a heart like thine. 
Which doth as clear as brightest crystal shine. 
Might laugh to scorn. 

LADY £. HOLLAND. 

A maiden's look, all know, defies insult ; 

But if her heart shall be corruptly lost. 

Who shall protect her 'gainst the coxcomVs jeers ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

I, as also every honest breast. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Suppose he were too resolute and bold ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

All men are dastards that would females hurt. 
And should a bold-nerved being wrong the sex. 
He is no man — nay — ^nothing but a fiend. 
But why, fair Lady, this conversation? 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

That thou may'st know how great's the risk I run 
In making this unwarranted advance. 
And knowing this, that thou may'st answer me 
With candid freedom, to the poor request 
With which I am about to ply you, Sir. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Oh ! I would thou wert more exorbitant. 
I would it were a thousand you had ask'd. 
That I might list a thousand times the more 
And drink the music of thy gentle voice. 

G 
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LADY E. HOLLAND. 

You will reply with feir apertness, then ? 

COUNT DE DENIA* 

Nay^ I do admit me an offender : 

But, to deny a being like thyself^ 

Would be to mount the very twig of crime — 

Speak on — thou shalt conmiand me as thou wilt. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Give me to know your title and your name : 
Say what rich climate boasts your noble birth — 
What air your fether and your mother breathe ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

My father !— I have no £ither — stay you — 
This boyishness will, at once, undo me. 
Oh! heart control thy grief. — (Aside.) 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Nay, you evade. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

What shall I do ? shall I for once belie ?— (^*«fe.) 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Your promise — come, you hesitate. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

My promise ? 

Aha ! ^twas but a little wandering : 

My title is but poor ; — I'm but a slave, 

But, thank Heaven, to an honest master ; 

My name is Alfred Bohun, my fair Queen. 

LADY £• HOLLAND. 

Nay, nay ! I pray delude you me not thus. 
You stand in hourly peril of your life : 
Unveil thee, then, that I may rescue thee. 
For I am influential with my fiitlier — 
My father is all potent with the King. 
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COUNT DE DENIA. 

Lady^ indeed^ thou art not deluded. 

LADY £. HOLLAND. 

Oh ! for the sake of her who supph'cates — 
Thou art not a servant. I know it well ; — 
Yet now I see thy aim, thou art a slave — 
Thou, truly, art a slave to honesty : 
Enough of vanity and compliment — 
(For that I came not) — what is your title ? 

COUNT D£ DENIA. 

By each good flame that warms the human breast. — 
By ev'ry tie that can a lover bind — 
By the blind God, that wantons with his bow, 
I swear — 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Ha ! then thou shalt not swear. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

'Twere well. — (Aside.) 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

But, on thy word, I pray thee, tell me true — 
When I came here I thought to glad my breast ; 

But, if you've spoke aright, on bed of rhue, 
Instead of lily, shall I take my rest. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

I pray thee, Lady, by the graceful charms 

That gracious Heav'n hath thee endow'd withal — 

I thee implore to speak no more of this. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Since you desire, I'll not presume again. 

{Re-enter Sir Alan Buxall.) 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

My lady, the night is hard upon our heels. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

I'm at your service, Sir. 

g2 
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SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Rather I at thine. 

LADY £. HOLLAND. 

Then, as thou art, I'll follow presently. 

Wait thee without. — (Eadt Buxall) — If danger be at 

hand. 
Swear that thou wilt apprize me of thy fears. — 
One oath I must wrest from thee ere I go. 

COUNT DE DENIA {kneeUng.) 
Then, on this hand, I swear, which is my life. 
To do thy bidding e'en unto the word. 
Yet, without seal, this bond will hold not good — 
Lo ! then, behold, I seal it with a kiss. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Thou'lt keep thy oath ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

An' if I don't, 

It will but be to swear it o^er again. 

{As Lady Elizabeth Holland ascends the steps to go out 
of the Count's celly the scene closes y and an open place is 
presented, which is surrounded by trees (the moon shin- 
ing), and which makes — 
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Scene V. 
Enter the Duke of Lancaster disguised in a chak. 

GAUNT. 

What do I here at this untimely hour ? — 
Why do I steal thus stealthily along, 
Halting at shadows — ^at vague fantasies ? 
On what dark purpose am I bent ? Murder ? 
Pshaw ! pshaw ! it is too light for such a deed. 
Go ! Moon, get thee beneath the thickest cloud 
That Heaven withal can hide thee — go, Moon — 
Conceal thy pallid beauty for awhile. 
That thou may'st live to light some other soul 
To nobler enterprise — to better deed : — 
For if thou look'^st upon my damn'd intent 
(To which thirst for renown hurries me on), 
Thy shining lustre shall be for ever film*d 
And overspread with dark opacity. 
She is obedient — she goes — she clouds. 

{The moon disappears.) 
Now nought but deadly still and darkness reign 
(Fit monarchs to behold the threatening scene) 
O'er ev'ry rood which my keen ear commands, 
And would that he was here. His tardy step 
Seems to forebode something of treachery — 
He can't be gone by any other course— 
Here, if he reach the Palace, must he pass ; 
So 'hind this tree I will ensconce myself. 
Hark you : a footstep breaks upon my sense : 
Whistling he comes — whistlmg his way to death — 
Why what mock merriment. — It is the King. 
Where is my skean ? I have 't — strike home, my arm ! 
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Hell-kites ! — devils ! — ^monsters of mirksome Hell f — 
Amaze — confound him in my withering looks. 

(Enter the Count of Trastamare.) 

COUNT OF TRASTAMARE. 

'Tis well nigh a journey to the Palace. — (Exit.) 
(TTie Duke of Lancaster /o?W* him.) 

GAUNT, 

Thy journey's at an end. — (Stabs him.) 

(The Count of Trastamare screams, staggers back 
and falls dead upon the stage. The Duke of Lan- 
caster stands in meditation over the body.) 

So thou art here at last. Yet I'm a fool 

That I should keep four cats, and mouse myself — 

Nay^ I am a liar^ and not a fool, 

The sure card^s playM. No servant's hand so sure 

As his who is hut servant for himself. 

Hark you ! a noise. — (Patises.) — 'Twas hut the pondVous 
bolt 

That bars the Eastern portals of the Heav'ns, 

RoU'd o^er that Sol might mount his burning car, 

And gallop to the low'ring Occident. 

It doth 'forewarn me that we grave you. Sir, 

By night crows be thy requiem simg. Come. 

(Drags off the body.) 
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ACT V. 

Scene L — An open place. 
Enter Bevis and Walters. 

BEVIS. 

Good brother Walters, hast thou — 

WALTERS. 

I know thee not by any such name ; — I disclaim all re- 
lationship with thee, whether lineal or collateral. 

BEYIS. 

How arrive you at that opinion ? — ^we were both bom of 
Eve? 

WALTERS. 

But both of us were not got of Adam. I teU thee tholi 
art one of Eve's bastards. 

BEVIS. 

Well, well ! brother or no brother — ^friend or no friend, 
I ask thee, John Walters, hast thou settled our account 
with the Waiter of the Golden Fleece ? 

WALTERS. 

I'm that sort o'man that gives the devil his due. Golden 
Fleece ! 'tis well said : thou shalt not be nonsuited for 
misnomer* Ha, ha, ha ! Golden Fleece ! 'tis a fair name ; 
by my troth 'tis well named, sith we fleeced the Landlord 
of his Gold. 

BEVIS. 

I say, John Walters, hast thou settled that running ac- 
count of our"*s with yon Waiter ? 
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WALTERS. 

Running account ! A quick humour ! But its effects^ 
which tell upon me even now — throw the mantle of disre- 
lish o'er it. By heels and toes, an"* we have another such 
account to pay, I shall account me as one of the damned. 
Running account ! — By the verity of true truth I tell thee 
it was bl flying account. 

BEVIS. 

A pox upon thy humour ! Answer me — hast thou, I say 
again, settled with yon Waiter ? 

WALTERS. 

Waiter, indeed ! If he wait until I pay him, he'U be 
flourishing a napkin at Doomsday. Faith 'twiU go well 
towards him : — ^by that time he'll know his business better 
than to keep gentlemen waiting. He will then have learnt 
how to wait himself or his apprenticeship shall be ill spent. 
An* I pay him a groat — pronounce me a green goose ! 

BEVIS. 

But it were better that thou did'st. For I had a clumsy 
dream last night concerning that same rogue. 

WALTERS. 

Clumsy, forsooth !-^to dream about so clumsy a fool. 
Come wi' me. {Exeunt.) 
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Scene II. — The same* 
{Enter the Duke of Lancaster.) 

GAUNT. 

Still am I haunted — ^by this bee annoy'd — 

This damned insect humming in mine ears 

Her doleful song. 

Pshaw ! hence ! hence thou pigmy piece of nature, 

Lest that thou addest envy to my charge, 

Making my crimes of measureless dimensions. 

Away ! — and yet I covet thee cannot : 

For since I think, I do begin to loathe thee, 

And avoid thee as I would a sluggard. 

For I, in my consideration find thee 

A nearly kin imto the slothful drone ; 

Therefore I'll heed no more of thee : — 

{Enter Sir Ralph Ferries.) 
Now, Sir ! 
Is Buxall dead ? 

SIB RALPH FERRIES. 

He grieves at your displeasure ; 
And ere he undergoes your Highness' will, 
Prayeth most humbly your condescendence 
To grant him but a moment's audience. 

GAUNT. 

'Twere fine to ruin one, and then lament. 
I'll not hear him — ^let him die o' th' instant. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Penitence, the true voucher of reform 
Hath in his aspect wrought such direful change, 
That scarce his mother would acknowledge him : 
I pray your noble Lordship listen him P 

GAUNT. 

Not a syllable. Hence ! I say — no more ! 
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For ev*ry word thou breathest in his behalf 

A greater torment waits him. I teU thee, 

Thou had'st better beard the blood-hound in his lair. 

Or with a bodkin tempt an army's might 

(Whose fiirbish'd spears reflected by the sun 

Outshine the spangled canopy of Heav'n), 

Than stand opposed to my firm decree. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

If ever these arms furthered your designs. 
Hear him, kind Duke ! — if e'er you have reposed 
Good confidence in me, for his poor sake 
Who kept thy secrets well — ^refuse him not ! 
His sorrow deep — the trembling tears that fill 
His once clear eye, would move thee to 't forsooth. 
He asks thee not his life — all that he begs 
Is, jfrom thy noble heart, but one farewell. 

GAUNT. 

Hold !— dost think by sallying thy speeches 
At my heart to free him ? Hold ! or beware — 
Thou mayest share his doom. 

SIR RALPH. FERRIES. 

Nay, honour'd Lord — 

I know you have a tender wife — a child— 

That child an infant daughter : — ^what would they, 

Were their protector dead ? 

GAUNT. 

Peace, Sir ! no more. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Ha, then, I must. — A lovely family, 

But, alack ! no partner adorns this man. 

A few months back she gave a daughter birth — 

She lived to bless it : — ^but no more — ^it lived — 

And still it lives — aye, motherless it lives — 

Aha ! I see a tear — then 'tis enough ! 
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No, no ! thou would'st not make it fiitherless ? — 
My Lord, speak ! 

GAUNT. 

Thou dost prefer a good plea. 

He shall be heard — ^my pleasure let him know : 

The little beame shall not go guardianless. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

My blessings, gracious Duke, a thousand times — 
A thousand times upon thee ! — {Exit.) 

GAUNT. 

It were well to spare him. The fellow may be useful still ! 
I have not yet lost sight of Denia, 
Whose absence imto mine intents is but 
The sole impediment. ITierefore 'twere wise. 
Trastamare is dead — I loathe to think on't: — 
The throne, whereto I lay my claim, is void 
And gapes for its right lawful occupant — 
What's wanting, then, when I've secured the Count, 
That by Constantia's presence be achieved ! 
What will not the advent of the daughter 
Of a butcher'd king accomplish ? Why, 'twill blow 
That spark which doth exist i"" th^ honest hearts 
O^ th** fools that loved him, into a raging flame. 
Which till the chaff the realm is cloyed withal 
Is burnt and purged away will imabated rage. 
{Re-enter Sir Ralph Ferries tDtth Sir Alan Buxall.) 

SIR ALAN buxall. 

My Lord, I crave your pardon for my fault. 
Whereof my conscience sorely touches me : 
But, by God's leave, I yet will make amends 
For the misdoing of your Highness^ will. 

GAUNT. 

Impossible, Sir ! how ? 
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SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

E^en at this time 

Protected do they sleep at Westminster. 

GAUNT. 

rth' Abbey? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

Aye, and may be ta'*en away 

With little difficulty — ^nay, with none. 

GAUNT. 

Lodge them in the Tow'er and thou hast my grace : 
Go straightway to 't. 

(Exeunt Sir Ralph Ferries and Sir Alan Buxall.) 

I'll to their servingman 
And ply the purblind mongrel with a purse ; — 
I%e angehy which I will ensconce therein^ 
Albeit they be conterfeity shall tempt him 
That he make fraction of his honesty. — {.Exit.) 
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Scene III. — A Prison in the Tower, 

(Count de Denia is discovered seated. — Enter the Duke 

OF Lancaster.) 

count de denia. 
My Lord ! — 

GAUNT. 

FeDow ! I would a word wi' thee — 

COUNT de denia. 

A volume^ an' it please you, mighty Duke ! 

GAUNT. 

The Count de Denia, is held, we hear, 
In low subjection, and by your masters — 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

You believe it, then ? 

GAUNT. 

Most assuredly. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Then, if any dolt you chance to meet, should say 
That I am he, you'd give his story welcome ? 

GAUNT. 

S*death ! what do you mean ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

What do I mean ? be calm — 

Why rave ? They bind all, who rave here, in chains. 

I simply thought you took too careful heed 

Of hearsay ; — ^but as you say — ^my masters, 

Who have these fetters put upon the Count. 

GAUNT. 

You are believed to be of their plot one. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

An' if I am, how then ? 
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GAUNT. 

An' if you are, 

I bid you, Sir, that you discover him. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

« 

If upon his head I now could place my hand, 

No— I would not discover him, though one 

With twenty times your might should bid me to 't. 

GAUNT. 

Bold traitor, I would you were my equal. 

COUNT DE DENIA. • 

Your equal I, perhaps, am not in rank. 

But name the thing you can excel me in 

Besides ; name honesty, courage, and the like ; — 

Dare me to arms upon the tented field — 

Dare me to fiice the roaring Hellespont — 

Dare me to climb the frigid Alps— nay, aught— 

So that we seem the creatures that we should. 

To these things tempt me ; — but if thou darest me 

To claim that which I have no claim upon 

Thou shalt o'er mate me there : — ^that I could not — 

Are you noble ? 

GAUNT. 

Aye, and generous too. 

Fm one fashion'd after thy noble cast — 

Fond of the fair— stiU fonder of intrigue — 

Like well to get your popinjays in broils. 

And leave 'em to get out themselves — look you ! 

{Showing the purse.) 
(Count de Denia takes the purse as though he intended 
to keep it, and then returns it) 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Nay, put the seducer in your pocket ; 

Else go apply it to a nobler purpose. 

House the houseless, — blanket the ungirt loins 
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Of penury — dispel the gath'rmg clouds 

That mask the widow's mirth — ^father the orphan,^ 

And chasten lean-faced himger &om the earth. 

This do, and purchase thee a lasting crown 

Of glory in the blissful realms above. 

GAUNT. 

My gold rejected ! and by a servant ! 
Gods ! by the sim, that now peeps in this cell, 
A witness to my words, if thou be*st wived, 
A widow will I make the dame thou lovest. 

{Rushing upon him.) 

COUNT D£ DENIA. 

Virtue, though she be bound, can conquer vice. 

Thou poisonous reptile loose me — thou fiend, 

Ungrasp me — an' you will not, have at thee. 

{Throws Gaunt off,) 
{Enter Gaoler.) 

GAOLER. 

Did I not hear a noise — a click of chains ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

'Tis like this fellow here hath deem'd it wise 
To throttle me ; but because our thinkings 
On tbe matter differ, he is affected : 
'Tis but a touch o' th' brain — 'twill mend anon. 

GAUNT. 

Hold thy insolence, or beware thy life. 

GAOLER. 

Have a care, my Lord, I pray you, of your heat ; 
You're a soldier, remember, he is bound. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

If I were fetterM a thousand times the more, 
I could, as though he were in 's swaddling clouts 
(For Heaven fights with me), hurl him to his grave. 



96 COUNT DE DENIA, OR [act ▼. 

GAOLER. 

Forbear — ins passion doth o'erbetter him ; 
Let not your ears be open to his words — 
Think of the name you bear. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Let him think too^ 

How his yile deeds debase so fair a name. 

How noble is the dignity of rank ! 

How admirable^ when it is seated 

Li the bosom of a virtuous mind ! 

Of good how productive ! In its grandeur 

How unlimited ! Ah, how infinite ! 

But when "'tis not — then how contemptible. 

GAUNT. 

'Tis nature's own to assist the injured weak. 

The Count's dear father, butcher'd by the sword — 

The inhuman sword of haggard murder — 

Moulders in his grave. His tender mother 

And her little ones, 'reft of their demesnes 

(God ! how I shudder ; but we'll chastise him). 

Crouch beneath the frown of a damn'd bastard, 

Who doth the sceptre lawlessly usurp. 

Which, in fair right and justice, I should sway. 

Shall I a muddy-headed mute then stand, 

Untouched by tender sympathy, and look 

With moon-struck calmness on such massacre ? 

Never. To-morrow shall my vessel dart 

The gushing seas along ; nor shall the sword. 

Until Castfle be happily enking'd. 

And till this horror shall be wiped away 

By fair atonement of the rebel's blood. 

Be scabbarded. I must — will have the Count. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Must — will have the Count ! How claim you the Count ? 
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To bid the universe what right have you, 

Thou blood-hound— hell-hound of Hell'^s blackest ward? 

GAOLBR. 

Be not at odds. How came this broil afoot ? 

GAUNT. 

How ! hither I came, and would have purchased — 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Pshaw ! purchase for thyself a Pedagogue 
To teach thee honesty ; — aye, Duke, honesty. 

GAUNT. 

To teach me honesty, slave ! — ^what say you ? 
Dog, menial, to teach me honesty ! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Most potent Duke, if you would prove your fidth, 

Pray you, withhold that haughtiness i' th^ blood ; 

*Tis a sure symptom of hypocrisy. 

Go to your closet, and from thy bosom 

Pluck your wicked treacherous heart, and see 

How thy dark villany hath canker'^d it 

If thou hast it wash it with the spirit 

Of true repentance, and replace it ; 

But hold thee from thy cursed practices, 

Or ^twill infect again. 

Go to an asylum ; go, say your wits 

Are fearfrdly deranged, and from the world 

Conceal thy rainbow-coloured face ; let not 

Again the wholesome breath of Heaven inspire 

Your pleasure. Shame upon thee, thou hard heart ! 

If in your vile body there did exist 

One particle of good your face would show 

Of deepest crimson dye ; not whitest wash 

Would be enabled to besmear its tinct ; 

For still the blush would rise. Fie ;— oh, fie ! 

{ExU GAUNT.) 

u 
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Let conscious guilt go hurl the mirror down 
For fear to see the fiend's face in his own. 

GAOLER. 

This is unmanly conduct ; but heed it not. Knowest 
thou that thy masters have been traced and found? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Traced and found ! Are they ta'en ? Did they not resist ? 
Where was their concealment ? 

GAOLER. 

Alack ! poor souls^ they did resist ; but with all their 
noble-spiritedness were they subdued; the next dungeon 
holds them. Poor Sir John ! he well-nigh met his death. 
But Heaven be bless^d^ our surgeon's good attendance hath 
wrought great things towards his speedy 'mendment. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Well-nigh met his death ? How ? Where ? Say you 
Sir John Shackell ? 

GAOLER. 

The same. Good heart ! he and his worthy colleague. 
Sir Robert Hawley (Heaven's truth ! but they have seen 
much of hardship), were at mass at Westminster, where 
they, being by the Holy Abbot refused, were immediately 
set upon by the Duke^s men, and as I said, poor Sir John 
well-nigh met his death from a wound in his left side ; an^ 
it had been an inch higher Hwould have reached the heart. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Sacrilegious robbers ! Speak you on fair authority ? 

GAOLER. 

'Fon that of ocular assurance. I have seen the wound. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

And, gracious Heaven, in God's own house would thus 
re&ain to loose the thunder of His great revenge ? Go 
thy ways — ^leave me. {Exit Gaoler.) 

Ne^er does the sun wheel from the burning East 
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His course unto the drooping Occident, 
But does the world grow worse ; — ^unhallowM deed ! 
Oh ! that so fair an isle as England is 
Should be infested with such bloodsuckers ;-— 
England, that boasteth not a rood of earth 
Save that, that should with violets be strewM, 
With jas^mine clambers, and the blushing rose ; 
Where no rude strains should press ; no strains but those 
Of Heavenly virgins and Orphean lyres ; 
Of rippling fonts : of birds whose varied songs 
Should bid fair echo answer to the notes. 

(Re-enter Gaoler.) 

GAOLER. 

The Court doth summon thee. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

I shall attend. {Exit Gaoler.) 

Oh ! that I never had beheld the sun. 

Then had not these, my heavy griefs, begun. 

Oh ! that ere night I might resolve in dust. 

Or end my bondage and fulfil my trust ; 

Yet still, through all my trials be 't my aim 

To wear a honest and a spotless name ! {Exit,) 



H 2 
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Scene IV.— 2%e Hall of Justice in the Tower. 

{The Duke of Exeter is discovered in the chair. 
Lady Elizabeth Holland is seated on his right. 
Sir Alan Buxall, Sir Ralph Ferries^ Bevis, 
Walters^ arhd attendants^ are ranged on either side. 
Count de Denia, Sir Robert Hawley, and Sir 
John Shackell, are placed at the Bar.) 

the duke of EXETER. 

Sir Robert Hawley, and Sir John Shackell, 

Does this rebellion in your hearts yet reign 

Predominant — ^ruling your better sense, 

And giving o'er to duU imprisonment 

Your lives, which should be, as till now they have 

Towards the 'vantage of your King employ'*d ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

A fair inception, gracious Duke ; — ^proceed. 
Yes; a fair question, Duke, pray you, go on. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Silence ! unmanner'd menial. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Nay, then. 

Thy art hath wrought upon my masters now — 

Look you, they are already touch'd — ^have heart ; — 

Thy well-natured eloquence shall overcome 

And wash away this foul disloyalty. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

S'death ! shall I be mock'd and scoffed at thus ? Peace ! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

'Twould the Nemean savage qualify — 
Merge in its sweets the clarion's blasts-^ 



SCENE IV.] THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 101 



THB DUKE OF EXETER. 



S'blood !— 



COUNT DE DENIA. 

Breathe music into Notus' blusterings — 
Charm into love the sighs of western gales — 
Silence the matins that melodious merles 
Pay to their great Creator. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Silence ! dog. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Witch Orpheus' lyre, and bid it to be still, 
And turn moroseness into blandishment. 
A fair inception, trust me, mighty Duke ! 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Hold! devil — would'st have favour? — and is this 
The bearing that will woo her ? Peace ! rebel. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Favour, Duke, is an arrant whore — a trull — 

For with advancement she craves intercourse — 

Looks lecherously on sordid profit ; — 

rU none o' Favour — let me have Justice. 

For she alone is virtuous and true. 

She with an omaffected modesty, 

And an impartial judgment, balances 

And decides (heedless of what e'en Kings can do) 

The rights of both the rich man and the poor. 

m none o' Favour — ^let me have Justice. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Desist, I say — a repentant having. 
Slave ! would best become thy situation. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Let by repentance those forgiveness seek. 
Who have offended, where submission's due. 
IVe not offended 'gainst the law, or thee ; 
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Save that IVe a liking for mine honour. 
And if such offence demands of penitence. 
Why I will repent me, and ask mercy. 
But no — let candied Favour stand aloof. 
And just be with precision measured me ; — 
Then if I owe it, — mark you, — ^it is here. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Can none of Richard's officers, then, curb 

The tongue of this determined fool ? Zoimds ! slaves. 

Doth no one stir ? Give him attendance, you. 

{To Bevis, who advances towards Count de Denia.) 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Save you, fair Duke, we will not trouble him. 
He knows we shall not make escape. His looks — 
His actions vouch the truth of what I speak. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Villain ! forbear. Again, I say, desist. 

Once more. Sir Knights, we offer you the loves — 

The former loves, and good esteem with which 

We lately held you, on the condition 

That you show unto his Highnesses Jlichard's will 

Your most respectful duty — ^giving up 

The person of the Count de Denia ; — 

We ask you. Sirs, for your determinement. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Long our resolves ere this you have received. 
From the unerring lips of our good slave. 
Nor shall the rack, the gibbet, or the gallows 
Force us to that the law cannot enforce. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Consider well, ere you conclude on this. 
Think what your, contumacy's mother of — 
Swords have been drawn within the hallow'*d walls 
At Westminster — and life so ne^ftrly lost 
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That she hath stood upon the prick of doubt> 
For now thrice thirty hours, at least, whether 
To bide or ^scape. Mark me, reflect it well. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Too true — the holy Temple is besmear'd ; — 
And by the blood of one, whose ancestors 
For ages past have done the state more good 
Than have the very rulers on't themselves. 
Oh ! that such blood as his could be infused 
In royal veins. What good ! what benefit 
Should then the nations of this wide orb reap ! 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Hold ! I would advise and counsel with the Knights. 
For well I ween, this 'haviour doth not come 
From their good hearts ;'--' 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Go to ! gloss o^er the eyes 

Of ignorance with thy fair seeming speech, 

Thou hypocrite ! 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Control thee, maniac ! 

Do you, then, still refiise our pardon, Sirs ? 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

'Tis you, my Lord of Exeter, who ought 
To sue to us for grace for holding thus 
In base defiance, both to Heav'n and man, 
Our persons impiously here. Aha ! 
Behold ! his face is crimson'd with a blush. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

He blushes not ! He knows no touch of shame. 
It is the fire of hot distemper'd blood — 
The crazing of the brain — the inward gnaw 
Of passion, that enforces thus his soul, 
Anon ^twill burst into a raging flame. 
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THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

By Heavens ! I will no longer suffer 't. 
Off with them, officers; let them all die 
The deaths of traitors ere the sun peeps forth 
To-morrow at the Hill. Away with them ! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Well might he say before the sun peeps forth. 
Else would his radiant beams bear further test 
The weighty wrongs, that we, and England bear. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Peace ! fellow. Officers, away with them. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Peace ! I say, there is no peace, 'tis all war. 
For not alone 'gainst mortals do ye fight ; 
But wave your falchions, and, in God's own house. 
Tempt high Omnipotence to arms. 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Silence! fool. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Silence ! alas! there is no silence. 

The very welkin with our groans is rent ; — 

OFFICERS OF THE COURT. 

Ho ! stand back there ! way for the Lord Bishop. 

{Enter the Lord Bishop of London, the Abbot of West- 
minster Abbey, and body of Ecclesiastics, in their 
robes.) 

THE LORD bishop. 

John Holland, Constable of the Tower, 

Tn his high name, whose messenger we are, 

I do demand instant enfranchisement 

Of the good Knights, and of their slave, whom you 

So shamefully detain within these walls. 

the duke of EXETER. 

To-morrow they will not require the cuffs, 
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My good Lord Bishop— then they shall be your's* 
In sooth as yet they are most skittish dogs. 

THE LORD BISHOP. 

My Lord of Exeter have guarded care 

How you abuse your high and noble state : 

For sure as you depart from the true line 

Of faith, the rod of vengeance shall overtake you. 

Here you are placed to farther the designs 

Of Justice : — ^not to encourage Tyranny. 

Do you still intend to hold them pris'ners ? 

(For I come not here to hold a parley) 

Or to release 'em to their liberty ! 

THE DUKE OF EXETER. 

Can'^st thou listen to the same answer twice ? 

THE LORD BISHOP. 

Lo ! now I do pronounce thy soul accursed, 
And from the Temple excommunicate. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Pray you, my father ! bid that they be freed : 
See how enraged the holy fathers are. 

OFFICERS OF THE COURT. 

Clear away for the Duke of Lancaster — 

{Enter the Duke of Lancaster with his Treasurer.) 

GAUNT. 

These heavy grievances afflict our soul 

So much, that we do deem it Visable 

These wounds be heaPd by the fair balm of love ; 

And that we make atonement to the Church 

For the harsh wrongs we have imposed on her. 

THE LORD BISHOP. 

Thou speakest like an English Prince ; but first 
Let's know how you will make amends for this ? 

GAUNT. 

Let them produce the Count, and on 'em then 
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Well settle lands worth full a hundred marks 
A-jear, and pay them down five hundred more. 
And for the Church — that we may wipe away 
This wound that was unmeaning made — ^for them 
And for their souls a chantry will I raise. 
In which five priests the Heavens shall implore. 

THE LORD BISHOP. 

Thou proffer'st well — thy proffer I accept. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

And SO would I, were I assured the truth 
Of what he states. 

GAUNT. 

Nay, then, behold the seal 

Of England to this scroll annex'd, whereby, 

And by fair virtue of the which, you stand. 

Of lands, for aye irrevocably enfeoff'd 

Of the aforenamed value. And for the rest 

You shall become immediate lords thereof 

When Coimt de Denia shall be given up : 

Here stands my treasurer prompt to tell the smn. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

Mercenaries ! unloose those servile bonds : 
Come forth though paragon of honesty ! 
Lo ! here behold the man by nature framed, 
A King ! who, to preserve his oath unstainM, 
Hath thrown aside the noble lineage 
That Heaven hath justly blessed him withal. 
And acted through this scene a servant's part. 
Come, noble Count, in thy own semblance forth. 
And England witch with true nobility. 

(Count de Denia throws off the servants dress^ under 
which is presented his own apparel. He draws his 
sword,) 
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COUNT BE DENIA. 

At your bidding, gentlemen ; but he that dares — 
'Till these good Knights are happy in their dues — 
T^ advance one pace towards me, dies o^th' instant ! 

{The Duke of Lancaster's Treasurer pays the moneys 
and delivers over the scroll to Sir Robert Haw- 
ley and Sir John Shackell.) 

gaunt. 
Affs settled then. Now, worthy Count, I crave 
Your pardon ? 

THE duke of EXETER. 

And I, my Lord ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

You have it. 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

Oh ! Heav'ns. There is a mirror in his soul 
Where every grace, in the most perfect hues. 
That human nature's frailty can attain. 
For ever stands reflected ! — {Aside,) 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

These twin blessings-— liberty and friendship— 
Except accompanied by another boon, 
WiU not enhance but soon destroy the little peace 
Imprisonment can yield. — {Kneels to Lady E. Holland.) 

Lady, thy heart 
Is all my suit ! 

THE DUKE of EXETER. 

Her silence gives it thee. 

Take her! — ever be she thine ! — I give my child 

Into thy good keeping ; and with a will 

As free as I would yesterday have spum'd 

Thy offer. And happy am I that a soul 

So noble loves my child. Fpr that the case — 

Why then my daughter must be noble too. 
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Lo ! in this presence I do call thee son. 
With all the fondness of a father's pride ! 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

And sweet Elizabeth — ^wilt thou consent ? 

LADY £. HOLLAND. 

How should an helpless child gainsay her &ther 
On whom she solely looks for maintenance ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Gracious Heavens! what charming innocence. 
Thou art mine for ever ! 

LADY E. HOLLAND. 

So thou art mine ! 

LORD BISHOP. 

My blessings on the pair ! come, my children- 
If you so fax will honour me — I'll bind 
You each to one, and one to each so firmly, 
That 'twixt you death alone shall make division. 
From this time forth live you as man and wife 
In all the harmony that Heav'n can give ! 

GAUNT* 

My Lord, I give you joy, and make thereof 
No doubt. 

SIR ROBERT HAWLEY. 

And I, my Lord ! 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

My Mend, and I ! 

GAUNT. 

Since then these diflTrences at length are clear'd, 
May I, of your assistance, have a hope 
In the assertion of my claims. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Be't so. 

But then there is a voice— another voice 



SCENE v.] THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 109 



That thine would be — albeit it were pitched 

Unto its highest note,— but whisper to 

Commands me that I wear her awful colours. 

It is the voice — the shrill — the deaf 'ning voice 

Of vengeance calls me ! Yes ! I must revenge 

My father's death,-and the dire injuries 

That my poor mother and her children labour 'neath, 

Ere I advance the sword in other suit. 

Yes ! I must resolve into its native dust 

The flint-hard heart of that damn'd bastard, — ^Yes ! 

This arm must do it, ere in any cause 

It brandishes the glittering falchion. 

Yes ! and woe be he that robs it of the blow. 

GAUNT. 

He is revenged already — 

{The Ghost of Trastamare appears.) 
M.J Mends ! I need you yet. Where are your swords ? 
Draw, Sirs, and drive that monster from my sight ! 
I say, unscabbard ! — my brain is whizzing — 
And my nerves are all unbraced — else would I 
War myself. You, Sir ! it were a Dukedom 
In your way. You will not? — Nor you ?— Then I must ! 
Get hence ! — Avaunt ! — ^thou piece of air that dares 
Thus beard me in my great prosperity ! 
Loose me, gentlemen ! 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

What ails your Highness ? 

This carriage will undo us, I'U be sworn. — {Aside.) 

I pray you be advised, we'll lead you home. 

Saw you him so before ? — {To Sir Alan Buxall.) 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

I never did. 

But I have heard his Grace to say, that he 
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Hath labour*d sorely under such attacks. 

My Lordy command us that we 'tend you home ? 

GAUNT. 

It would ensue me. 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

It ensue thee ! — What? 

GAUNT. 

CansH make each keyhole, and each crevice — 

That the doors, the walls, and windows in them have — 

Impervious to air ? If so, lead you the way. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

To air ! — there is beyond the seeming something 
More than what's honest in those words — ^those looks. 
More must be known. {Aside.) 

GHOST. 

This wound here in my breast — 

On my fronthead this— in my throat this gash 

Through which my life hath fled-— all these, I say, 

Be torments to thee in thy sweetest hours. 

May images like these harrow thy heart 

Through the brief life thou hast to live. Brief life ' — 

(For I do see thee 'neath the headman''s axe) 

And after death test they against thy soul. 

GAUNT. 

I, that ne'er knew a touch of fear, now 'gin 
To feel my blood freezing within my veins. 
Go, call a surgeon ! — show me not thy wounds ! 
Oh ! still its sunken eyes it rivets on me. 
If you are worthy of the name of friends- 
Pause not, but draw upon that squalid case 
Of incorporeal nothing, and rend it — 
Hack it with your glittering blades until 
It doth become the foulest mist that it 
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May film mine eyes — so that they see nothing 
Distinctly. Draw upon it ! — drive it hence ! 

SIR RALPH FERRIES and SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

My Lord, on what? 

GAUNT. 

On what ! why, are ye mad- 
Deaf — ^blind— or what ? 

SIR RALPH FERRIES. 

Deaf, my Lord ? 

QAUNT. 

Aye, Sir, deaf. 

Did you not hear the most damning sentence 
That ever ^scaped the lips of man, pronounced 
Against my soul ? 

SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

You do but fancy. 

GAUNT. 

I do but fancy ! 

Then stare me in the face ! — ^have I not eyes ? 

And have not eyes the sense of sight ? — ^why, yes. 

And so have mine : — 

My vision is as capable as your's— 

Can see as far — as closely note — ^nor needs 

A glass to tell me that the blackest confine 

Throughout all Hell could not spit forth a monster 

More nauseous to my sight, than that which now 

I see. Still am I dared ? — then hold aloof ! 

Get hence ! — away ! — ^begone ! — 

SIR RALPH FERRIES and SIR ALAN BUXALL. 

My Lord — 

GAUNT — {drawing his sword.) 
Avaunt ! 

Go to, and mingle with the churchyard dust 
Thy cold inanimated clay ! — Vanish ! 
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What do you on the earth ? — hence I pale face, hence ! 
The devil damn thee an thou stayest ! — begone ! 

(Ghost disappears.) 
I am again. — {Aside.) — A well acted Tragedy ! 
Methinks that I could mimic nature^s self 
So wond'rously well, that men would say 
'Twas she that spoke, and not her mocking bird. 
My lord, I once had well a mind to robe 
And cleave the ear with rapturous recitement ; 
All but the name I was an actor quite. 
Methinks I have a taste for poesy. 

{To Count de Denia.) 
{S(yme Yeomen in/zg in the body of the Count of 
Trastamare.) 

the duke of exeter. 
The corse, by its attire, is one of rank ! 
How came he by his death ? 

YEOMAN. 

Some bloodhounds. Sir, 

Baying most loudly, by an old oak-tree. 

Attracted our attention towards the spot. 

Where we did find on close examining 

This body mangled as you see it now. 

And thought our duty bade us bring it here. 

GAUNT. — {Who does but jtist perceive the body.) 
Why bring you this before our sovVeignty ? 
Devils ! m swear 'tis you have done the deed. 
And now try to make 't appear youVe innocent 
By this pretended casual discovery. 

YEOMAN. 

My Lord, you use us ill. 

GAUNT. 

Oh ! I am lost. 

Perdition threatens me. Oh ! lost ! lost ! lost ! 
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COUNT BE DENIA. 

Great Heavens ! it is my father's murderer. 
Then, demon, thou hast robVd me of my due, 
And woe be thou, that thou hast wrong'd me thus I 
Where is thy heart ? It will alone suffice 
To fill the cistern of my great revenge, 
ril pay thee, as I would have treated him ; 
In thee I see th* assassin o' my father. 
Therefore, to prove myself a duteous son, 
m strangle thee. — {Rushing upon Gaunt.) 

GAUNT. 

Slay me not thus unarm'd. 
Give me at least a soldier^s chance. 

COUNT DE DENIA. — {Throwing him a sword,) 
There then. — {They fight y Gaviht falls, but unhurt.) 
I'll leave thee to the law ; thou shalt not meet 
An end so noble as a soldier's death. 
The block's the fittest fine for murderers. 
Officers, secure him. 

GAUNT. 

I do deserve 't. 

The scroll I gave you ne'er by me was signM, 
Nor was the seal of England e^er to it 
AffixM ; — I won a craftsman to my cause. 
Who did engrave a counterpart in such fair 
Likelihood, as hath deceived your vigilance. 
'Tis here. The gold thou hast is counterfeit. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

I do believe, that, should ev'ry record 

Of dark deed be oped, such crime would not be foimd. 

Oh ! my mother, then is thy slavery 

Yet prolong'd. 
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BETIS* 

Hell be splitting upon US anon. We''d better be going; 
tbat^s my idea of policy. — {To Walters.) 
{I%ey are going, bui are stayed hy Sn Robert Hawlet.) 

SIR ROBERT HAWLET. 

Yon pass not bere. 

BEYIS. 

W^e're done* 

WALTERS. 

We'll try tbe other door. 

{jh they are goings they are met hy the Waiter of the 
Golden Fleece.) 
How cimed annoying, I would be were at Jamaica. 

waiter. 
S05 so, my Mends, then do we meet again ? 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Officers of Richard, do your duty ; 
Convey this murderer unto his cell. 
And these his minions, whom we do remand 
Until we further this investigate. 

WAITER. 

These, my Lord, are at the best vile pickpockets. 
That on the day of trial I will prove. 
And now do bind me, that I thereon appear. 
And them arraign of bare&ced felony. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Away with them, — ^lock them in separate wards. 

{Enter Lady Const antia.) 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

My husband ! (what means this incivility?) 
HemmM in by slaves — ^bome like a thief away. 



SCENE v.] THE SPANIARD'S RANSOM. 115 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Your husband is the veriest cutpurse^ 

Madam ! that all Britannia can produce. 

He doth o'^erjump all bounds of thievery : 

A base drunkard ! why^ look you^ he hath pick'd 

The silver lock that cased a jewel in 

Of such a costly price, that iTt be lost, 

No money can redeem'^t. Madam ! behold : 

So drunken — so, with ambition o^ercloy'd. 

Is he your husband, that he hath emptied, 

Drain'd the last life-drop of this wretched corse. 

Officers, again I say, begone with them. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Ah ! {shrieks) then in my dearest husband do I see 
A murderer? oh! horrid. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Lady ! you do. 

Your virtues, though, in my Elizabeth, 

Shall ever find a friend. Be not dismay'd. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Sir, would you insult me ? Who is so fit 
To ^tend a husband in his miseries 
As she who hath partook his happiness ? {She kneels.) 
My husband ! it is Constantia — thy wife ! 
Thy own Constantia thus salutes thee — 
She is the same, as when thou woo'dst her first. 
And would have given limb — nay, life, for such a look 
As that which now by duty I hold she casts 
On thee. I come not to upbraid thee — no- 
Heaven will forgive thee, if thou hast done 
The deed which they impute to teee ! — ^you're silent : 
And yet I can't bnt think your silence is 
A gesture of contempt which innocence — 
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Conscious innocence — ^for ever cl^ams 
As its defender. Oh ! in pity speak ! 
And ease the throbbings of a fond wife's heigrt. 
My husband ! — 

GAUNT. 

Angelic dove ! pollute thee not 

With the foul touch of a base recreant^ 

Whose noblest bearing is of a nature 

As far beneath the meanest of thy parts 

As are the blissful halcyon retreats 

Of Heav'n, above the niirksom*st shades of Hell. 

Accept the offer of that generous youth. 

LADY CONSTANTIA. 

Never ! nor virtue, nor dark deed shall part 

Me from my husband ; that be the work of deaths 

Whose operant magic having work'd its end 

I will betake me to a nunnery, 

And there pour forth a fountain from mine eyes 

Of never-ceasing melancholy — till 

The same dart be aim'd at me — which shall 

The record of thy crime, and wash thee free 

From sin as thou forth-earnest from the womb 

That bare thee — making thee fit for Heaven ! 

So shall we meet again. Answer me not^— 

But what thou hast to ease thy heart 

That in thy dungeon speak. 

Officers lead the way — 

{Exeunt Officers with the Duke of Lancaster, Sir 
Ralph Ferries, Sir Alan Buxall, Bevis, 
Walters, and Lady Constantia, who supports 

her husband,) 

count de denia. 

A faithful lady ! 

But my heart throbs for my poor mother's fate — 
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For the harsh treatment of her little ones. 

Ha ! ha ! What shouts are these ? Are they of joy, 

Or grief the harbingers ? 

SIR JOHN SHACKELL. 

m 

I trust of joy ; 

Although I be a stranger to't myself. 

(Enter a Knight /row Castile.) 

KNIGHT. 

I seek the Count de Denia. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

I am he. {The Knight kneels to him.) 

KNIGHT. 

A thousand valiant hearts are in thy cause 
Enwrapt, and wait but for your presence, Sire, 
To greet you with the name of King. Through me 
With this they do present you — the ransom 
Of your long captivity. 

COUNT DE DENIA. 

Not so, Sir. 

Rather, as the payment for the kindnesses 
With which my worthy hosts have loaded me ; 
For it our gratitude — take it my friends. 
Now blear-eyed calumny is in her grave ; 
Now smiling friendship graces every brow ; 
Now glory waves her golden wings on high. 
And each good heart, that's inmate of this roof. 
Teems with the sweet beatitude of love : 
Say, is there even one dissentient voice 
Whispers against the guise I have assumed : 
For by't Fve paid a debt I swore my faith 
HonVably to discharge, and freedom purchased 
Not at my honour's cost? (All applaud.) 
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It is enough. 

Then fair Elizabeth be our first thoughts 
Centred in our mother^s good— (^Aey all kneel) 

And Jesu grant 

That^ as we wield the sword in Justice cause^ 

A happy peace may crown our enterprise. {Curtain.) 



THE END. 
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